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HAVE YOU FOUND THE HIDDEN PLEASURE” 
IN REFRESHING SEAGRAM’ S GIN? 


<— 


* Hint. It’s as 


refreshing 


asa splash 


in a poo . 


HOUSECALL 


HOLY HORRORS 

When some Americans try 
to ban something they don't 
like at the moment—rock 
music, television shows, 
even slogans on T-shirts— 
they claim that it causes 
harm to others. The truth, 
of course, is that certain 
self-righteous people fee! 
compelled to tell other 
people how to live their lives. 
But this month we dare to 
present the unadulterated 
facts about something 

that all too clearly has 
caused incredible suffering 
to untold millions of human 
beings: organized religion. 
Although Ronald Reagan 
called religion “the bedrock 
of moral order,” James 

A. Haught shows how 
history proves just the 
opposite: that where religion 
is strong, it causes cruelty 
and death. Haught has 
recently written a book (also 
called Holy Horrors and 
published by Prometheus 
Books) devoted to this 
topic. It makes compelling 
and frightening reading, 

as does Marcia Pally's 
companion article, wherein 
she demonstrates how 
these religious horrors 
continue right up to the 
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present day in the United 
States. Pally, a feminist 
herself, writes that it's ironic 
that fringe groups like 
Women Against Pornogra- 
phy and the American 
Family Association ascribe 
rape, brutality, and incest 
to the influence of erotic 
books, magazines, and films. 
On the contrary, the 
unceasing crimes against 
women and the family 
committed in the name of 
God should, as Pally 
suggests, convince Andrea 
Dworkin and her friends 

to create a new organization 
called “Women Against 

the Bible.” 


MADE IN THE U.S.A. 
Looking again at the realities 
that bedevil the govern- 
ment’s expensive and futile 
War on Drugs, we visit 

the nation’s newest bootleg- 


gers with investigative 
reporter John Cummings. 
He travels to rural East 
Texas, where crank (a drug 
now sweeping the nation 
and one that some experts 
think might one day replace 
cocaine as our drug of 
choice) is produced in 
makeshift labs. The reason 
these backcountry hillbillies 
are so important is that 
their product (touted by them 
as “America’s drug”) 
portends major problems 
for a government that has 
set its sights on sealing 
borders and interdicting 
shipments from Latin 
America. 


DANGEROUS 
PROFESSIONS 

“We all think we Know what 
danger is,” writes Laurence 
Gonzales. “We've all been 
afraid. But fear and danger 
are not the same. Many 
people fear flying, and yet 
flying is safer than driving ... 
at least, statistics tell us 
that. But statistics don't tell 
the real story.” To tell that 
story, Gonzales will look at 
those Americans who have 
to live and work, daily, 

near death. Starting this 
month with construction 


workers, we will discover 
various definitions of 
danger—some in surprising 
places. 


CRAZY EDDIE 

He was the founder of the 
most successful retail 
electronics firm of its time, 
the Crazy Eddie chain, 
revolutionizing marketing 
procedures and boasting of 
low prices in outlandish 

ads and promotions. But as 
business reporter Jonathan 
Greenberg shows, Eddie 
Antar's life was more than 
outlandish. In an article 
that's often as funny as it is 
shocking, Greenberg traces 
the tortured family and 
financial story of this retailing 
maverick. And, as a reader 
service, Greenberg shares 
some of the secrets of 

the trade of retail cut-rate 
chains—information that 
could save you hundreds of 
dollars. 


HOT STUFF 

Humor Editor Bill Lee 
understands that while truth 
is often stranger than 
fiction, Hollywood's favorite 
indoor sport, gossip, often 
proves just the opposite. To 
this end, he has concocted 
a rat's nest of detestable 
and delectable Tinseltown 
dish—focusing on the 
tabloids’ stud for all seasons, 
Warren Beatty. What's 

the rea/ story? As an inves- 
tigative cartoonist, Lee 
steadfastly refuses to reveal 
his sources... . But let us 
assure you that we won't 
hesitate to reveal the whole 
truth and nothing but the 
truth when it comes to our 
women for all seasons. 

In fact, full disclosure 
compels us to admit that 
the sensuality of our steam- 
ing August Pets would 
joyously overwhelm even 
the overworked Mr. Beatty 


himself.O+—_ 
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ePleasure was all over 

her face as she played with herself. 
Then she removed her 

hand, put her finger in her mouth, and 
closed her lips around it.9 
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CLOTHES MAKE THE 
| WOMAN 
| live in California. I'm 27 
and have had a few girls in 
my day, although | would 
have to admit that | could not 
be considered promiscu- 
ous. Recently, | met a girl 
named Cindy at a friend's 
house, 

The thing that really 
| attracted me to Cindy was 
her personality. Sure, she 
| had a great body. | mean, 
anyone could see that, 
even though she always 
dressed modestly. There 
was just something sweet 
about her. In fact, we went 
together for a couple of 
months without having sex. 
When | suggested that 
we do more than kiss good 
night, she said she wanted 
to, but she also wanted it 
to be an occasion. She 
suggested we get out of 
town for a week together and 
see what developed. 

| made reservations for 
us at a hotel up the coast 
and picked her up early the 
following Saturday morning. 
We arrived in mid-after- 
noon, and as we neared the 
downtown area, | stopped 
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for gas and she took her 
Suitcase ana went into the 
ladies’ room. 

When she came oul, she 
was wearing a pair of pink 
high heels, bright yellow 
short shorts, and a pink 
button-down blouse that was 
tied at the bottom. There 
was a bil of bright yellow 
ribbon in her hair and she 
was Carrying a small pink 
clutch. Pink and yellow 
everywhere—it was a 
beautiful combination for a 
beautiful girl. 

The shorts were so short 
that they barely covered 
her panties. In front all 
of her legs could be seen, 
right up to the flat of her 
vulva between her legs. In 
back, about an inch of 
her ass was showing. Her 
tummy area was exposed, 
aS Was 4 space between 
her breasts that didn’t quite 
show her nipples but made 
it obvious that she was 


| not wearing a bra. 


There was yet another 
surprise. She had an allover 
tan. Not really brown, just 
a medium-light golden 
glow. My mouth must have 
fallen open when she came 


out. She said, "Oh, | forgot 
to mention. I've been visiting 
a tanning salon. Like it?” 
“Like it?” | croaked. “It's 
beautiful.” 
We checked into our 
hotel and were soon strolling 
downtown, hand in hand, 
appreciating the energy of 
the city and the warm 


| sunshine. All the men 


noticed her and stared 
some women even paused 
to take in her beauty. There 
Is something so aestheti- 
Cally pleasing about a 
suggestively dressed 
beautiful woman that it is 
easy to understand why she 
is attractive to both sexes. 
The sidewalk was quite 
busy as we window- 
shopped. Entering a store, 
we slowly made our way 
through, stopping often to 
browse. Cindy watched 
everything, and | watched 
the men watch Cindy. As 
she approached a man, he 
would stare at her legs, 
her face, and between her 
breasts, trying to glimpse a 
nipple. After she went by, 
he would stare at the back of 
her legs, the gentle curve 
of her hips, and the perfect 


shape of her ass. It was 
obvious that men were 
mentally undressing her 
and fantasizing about being 
able to have her. Watching 
them watch her stirred 
the beginnings of an erection 
in me, | 
Soon we were out another 
door and on the sidewalk 
again. | took her in my arms 
and kissed her, then held 
her close in an embrace, 
snuggling my semi-hard 
cock in between the top of 
her legs. In her ear, | 


| whispered, “You're fantastic! 


I'm so happy you 
suggested this trip, And 


| you are so beautiful, 


especially today, dressed 
the way you are. You're 

sO sexy, you know, youre 
making an exciting impres- 
sion on everyone!” 

“Tm glad you like it,” she 
said. “And thanks for 
encouraging me in this. All 
my other boyfnends were 
so possessive. They would 
get terribly jealous 
whenever a man looked at 
me. You're different. Every 
girl likes to really show 
herself off occasionally. | 
appreciate your allowing me 
lo do that. | think we ought 
lo come here often. And 


| every day we're here, I'm 


going to dress awfully sexy, 
one way or another.” 

When | heard this, | caught 
my breath and made a 
little involuntary thrust with 
my groin, pressing against 
her even harder and feeling 
my balls begin to contract. 
With great effort, | relaxed | 
and then said, “Hey, | almost 
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came in my pants right here on a busy 
sidewalk.” 

“No, no, not yet,” she whispered. 
“Save it for later.” 

With that | took her hand and we con- 
tinued our walk. We entered a little bou- 
tique, and she picked out a skimpy 
nightgown as | admired the bikinis on 
the mannequins. There were also two 
brightly colored miniskirts on display. 
Just behind them were swatches of the 
material, showing other available colors. 
| felt one of the color swatches. It was 
a slippery satiny material that hung 
beautifully on the mannequins. Cindy 
made her purchase, and we returned 
to our hotel. 

Back in our room, | lay down on one 
of the beds and put some soft music on 
our tape player. She closed the door, 
looked at me lying on the bed, and un- 
tied the knot in her blouse. With little 


steps that kept time to the music, she 


approached, opening her blouse a little 


at atime. As she dropped the blouse 
| | on the other bed, | saw her tits for the 


first time. They stood out proudly, nip- 
ples pointing slightly upward. Com- 
pletely tanned, they were every mans 
dream. She smiled at me as she took 


| them in her hands and worked the nip- 


ples with her fingers. | could see them 
harden under her touch. 

Then she unbuttoned her shorts, let 
them fall, and deposited them with the 
blouse. She put her left hand to her right 
breast and her right hand inside the front 
of her panties, never missing a beat of 
the music. | could see the outline of her 
middle finger moving in and out of her 
pussy. Pleasure was all over her face 
as she played with herself. Then she 
removed her hand, put her finger in her 
mouth, and closed her lips around it. 
As she slowly pulled her finger out, a 
low moan escaped her throat. 

Next she hooked her thumbs in the 
top of her panties and eased them 
down, adding them to the pile. As she 
danced she slowly turned around once, 
giving me a view of her ass, then 
stepped to within a few inches from me 
and pulled her cunt lips open, allowing 
me to see right inside her pussy. Its glis- 
tening pinkness hardened my erection. 

“What do you think of it?” she asked, 

“Can't you tell from my breathing?” | 
gasped. 

Now wearing only the pink heels, she 
walked around the foot of the bed and 
lay down beside me. | quickly un- 
dressed and placed my lips on hers, 
tentatively flicking the end of her tongue 
with mine. Then | took a breast in my 
hand and placed my mouth over as 
much of it as | could, licking the nipple, 
sucking on it gently. | did the same thing 
with her other breast, savoring the fee! 


|| of her tits in my mouth. 


| opened her legs and lay between 
them. Holding her cunt lips open, | 
studied her pussy again, exploring It first 


| with my eyes and then with a finger. | 


lowered my mouth and slipped my 
tongue up her vagina, working it in and 
out a few times, and then licked up her 
slit and flicked her clit. She pushed her 
pelvis up, grinding her cunt against my 
mouth. | put my tongue back down into 
her fuck hole again, thrust it into her as 
far as | could a couple of times, and 
then crawled up on top of her. 

Her hand guided my cock into her 
pussy as | placed my mouth on hers, 
finding her tongue with mine. She ea- 
gerly encircled my tongue with hers. My 
cock felt so good in her tight pussy that 
| wanted to live out the rest of my life 
with it in her, but after a few minutes, | 
had an idea. | pulled out and moved 
forward again, this time offering my cock 
for her mouth. Her hand took my shaft 
and quided it in. 

‘Ah, Cindy,” | said, “it feels so good, 
your tongue swirling around the head 
of my cock. And now that sucking sen- 
sation youre creating. | can't stand 
much more.” | pulled my dick out and 
looked into her eyes. 

“I'm glad you like it,” she said. “It's a 
double pleasure for me. | get the feel of 
a hard cock in my mouth, plus | get the 
taste of fresh pussy juice on my tongue.” 

“You like it, don't you?" | asked. 

“About a year ago, she answered, 
“one of my girlfriends told me that the 
more she tasted her own pussy, the 
more she liked it. | was Curious, so | 
tried mine. She was right. The more | 
taste it, the more exciting it gets. | hope 
you don't think I'm weird or anything.” 

"Not at all. But just hearing you talk 
like this makes me hornier than ever,” | 
said, motioning for her to turn over with 
her knees up under her. | went to the 
foot of the bed, crawled in between her 
pink high heels, and placed my knees 
between hers. | guided my cock, al- 
ready well lubricated with pussy juice 
and saliva, to her opening and pushed 
it all the way into her again. In this posi- 
tion a cunt always feels tighter, and my 
prick felt good. The view was exciting, 
too. | could see the back of her beautiful 
legs and the perfection of her ass. 

The whole shaft of my cock was slid- 
ing in and out of her and the front of my 
loins was hitting her ass cheeks, which 
quivered slightly with each stroke. The 
combination of the sensations | felt 
through my cock and the visual feast 
was too much. With ragged breaths and 
quicker, deeper thrusts, my balls be- 
gan to contract. | squirted come into 
her body for ten or 12 strokes and then 
slumped on the bed in near exhaustion. 
| pulled out and lay down beside her. 

Cindy was still hot, so she moaned 
for my fingers to find her swollen clit. 
Her pussy became wetter and hotter as 
my fingers went in and out. As my thumb 
rotated around her cilt, Cindy moaned 
even louder and her climax began. Her 
breathing quickened and she thrust 
against me, then she tensed up and lay 
rigid. Gradually, her breathing returned 
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Wear the watch inspired by a 
casino coin worth over $75,000. 
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Sandra Bernhard, executioner of 
cabaret, brings her hatchet 

to the screen, Louis Malle takes on 
the French bourgeoisie, 

and Bird on a Wire falls off. 


FILIN 


BY MARCIA PALLY 


has, implausibly enough, 
birdseed for brains—with- 
out even adding a new joke 


'(@} Io the canon. Surely Hawn’s 
Mast COMmic talents deserve more 


voltage than this. 

* The great gift of Denys 
Arcand is showing us our 
small posturings and self- 


| | deceptions in bare but 


* Director John Badham 
is making a career in sum- 
mer movies, and consider- 
ing the success of his films 
Saturday Night Fever and 
Stakeout, he has a talent 
for it. And hell, it's better 
than the mail room at Uni- 
versal City Studios, where he 
ostensibly started out. The 
trouble is, Bird on a Wire 
(**) is not above the Uni- 
versal basement. An esca- 
pade movie in the mold of 
the 1934 /t Happened One 
Night (even quoting that 
film's most famous scenes), 
Bird sports Mel Gibson and 
Goldie Hawn scampering 
through town and country 
with some big, bad drug 
dealers on their tail—but 
without the comic grace 
that Clark Gable and Clau- 
dette Colbert brought to 
the original, and certainly 
without Frank Capra's 
tongue-in-cheek direction. 
Badham moves his camera 
with speed and zip, but the 
script isn't tired, it's dead 
on its feet. Playing to every 
trite stereotype, Bird is bur- 
dened by limp-wristed gays 
and ditsy women—even 
Hawn's corporate lawyer 
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affectionate light. He wrote 
one of the slyest scripts of 
1987 in his Decline of the 
American Empire, about 
love, marriage, and hypoc- 


| risy among university profs. 


In Jesus of Montreal (***) 
Arcand turns his humanist 
wil to the Passion. A Mon- 
treal priest asks some out- 
of-work actors to update 


| and perform a play on the 


life of Jesus. The group 
includes a reader of porn 
scripts for adult videos, the 
mistress of the aforemen- 
tioned priest, and a woman 


making her career in com- 


mercials by revealing parts 
of herself that have more 
rise than her soul ever will. 
Arcand's scrumptious talent 
for modern satire goes by 


| the wayside when the film 
| turns seriously to religion. 


(Arcand spent nine years 
studying with the Jesuits 


| before converting to film- 


making.) Morality and 
“message” overtake 
Arcand’s uncanny ear for 
dialogue and, most impor- 
tantly, his affection for his 


| characters, in spite—or 


because—of their foibles. 


| In short, as the Passion 
dominates the film, the pas- | 


sion goes out of it. The first 
two-thirds, however, are 
ripping. Arcand may be a 


| believer, but he makes his 


best films about lies. 
® Like Arcand, director 
Louis Malle has a keenness 


for unraveling the twines of 
motive and emotion. In 
Pretty Baby he made child 
prostitution in Storyville 
brothels comprehensible 
and highly irregular love 
sympathetic. Au Revoir Les 
Enfants showed the 
roundup of Jewish children 
in Nazi-occupied France 
from a child's point of view, 
and his newest work, May 
Fools (****), is as daz- 
zlingly delicate. Full of the 
wisdom mature filmmakers 
bring off with levity, May 
Fools is buoyant. A family 
gathers in the south of 
France to divide up the 
estate of their deceased 
grandmother just as Paris 
erupts in the 19668 anti-war, 
anti-capitalist student 
strikes. Malle appreciates 
families for all their warts— 
greed, conspicuous self- 
sacrifice, a sexual kink or 
two—and at the same time 
satirizes the French genius 
for making everything from 
poverty to politics into a 
matter of food and sex. The 
French middle classes are 
the world's most diligent 
epicures. By looking at the 
1968 protests through their 
eyes, Malle sends up both 
the bourgeoisie and the 
noisy naivete of student 
“revolutionaries.” Michel 
Piccoli and Miou-Miou lead 
a cast of uncommon pol- 
ish—rarely do perfor- 
mances make their mark so 
surely and deeply with so 
light a touch. 

* Newcomer Whit Stillman 
sends up the Park Avenue 
preppy set in the acidly sly 
Metropolitan (***), Never 
have so many debs been 
dolled up like window cur- 
tains and never has so much 
highbrow blather been 


uttered in youthful earnest. A 
parody for the Reagan era 


| that Jane Austen would have 


loved; the performances are 
feats of wicked deadpan. 

¢ Sandra Bernhard, who 
does for insults what Bette 
Midler did for raunch, 
brings her sell-out one- 
woman show to the screen 
in Without You I’m Nothing 


| (***). Bernhard doesn't sim- 
| ply parody American life 


when she embodies a secre- 
tary with eyes on her boss, 
Jews, blacks, or the Sotheby 
auction set; rather, she sends 
up their self-delusions, the 
moments in which they 
believe that they reveal 
their authentic selves. An 
upper-crust Manhattanite is 
lampooned for her dreams 
of the simple rural life; 
straight men are mocked 
for thinking that every gay 


| man wants into their pants; 
| Gay men are poked at for 


thinking wishfully that every 
straight man is a closet 
case; and jive black men 
are parodied for the revolu- 
tion they're forever promis- 
ing. Each of these skits has 


| been expanded from the 


stage with intentionally 
kitschy sets and montages, 
somewhat ciumsily filmed 
by John Boskovich, here 


| making his directorial 


debut. Without You is a 
jumble of images, but it is 
also one of the most 
sophisticated provocations 
in entertainment today. It 
has a point, a conscience, 
and overweening chutzpah, 
Imagine Bernhard, a white 
Jew with a black band, 
impersonating a black 
singer who says, “My 
bandleader is a Jewish 
man—we people get along 


SO well.'Ot-, 
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SURGEON GENERAL'S WARNING: Smoking 


A woman may lie for any number 
of complex reasons. But 

she may lie about birth control 
because she's tired 

of being solely responsible. 


BY B. D. COLEN 


It's one of the scariest 
phone calls you can get. 
“What do you mean, late?” 
you ask. 

She tells you that late 
| means only a few days, but 
the phone company checks 
with her to adjust its time 
messages. 

“For God's sake! Weren't 
you using something?” you 
demand. "| thought you 
said you were on the pill.” 

Well, she tells you, she 
was on the pill, but it was 
making her feel puffy and 
queasy so she went off it 
for a few days. 

Your single life flashes 
before you. The cost of an 
abortion flashes across 
your checkbook. This is not 
a fun conversation. 

But wait. Why is this con- 
versation taking place? 
Why the assumption on 
your part—and perhaps 
even on hers—that birth 
control is solely her respon- 
sibility? What did you do to 
make sure that she wasn't 
impregnated by you? 
When, if ever, did you last 
have a serious discussion 
with a woman about shar- 
ing responsibility for birth 
control? (“Are you safe?" 
doesn't count as a serious 
discussion!) 

It has often been said 
that if men could get preg- 
nant, abortion would be a 
sacrament. That may be a 
slight overstatement of the 
case, but only a slight one. 
After all, is it a mere coinci- 
dence that most of the 
newly developed methods 
of birth control are devices 
for women? Is there really a 
scientifically valid reason 
that the vast majority of 
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birth-control research has 
focused on interfering with 


| women's fertility? Is it a 


mere coincidence that most 
of the research has been 
done by men? Let's face 
it—would we be crazy 
enough to take some new 
pill or insert something into 
our bodies before it had 
been proven safe through 
years of use? Of course 
not. But then, we don't 
enter each sexual encoun- 
ter knowing that we may 
leave it pregnant. 

I'm not suggesting that 
men are responsible for 
every unplanned preg- 
nancy. Certainly, any 
mature woman realizes that 
she risks becoming preg- 
nant if she doesn't use 
some form of birth control 
or her partner doesn’t wear 
a condom. Even the most 
helplessly horny teenage 
girls know where babies 
come from. 

But | think the argument 
can be made that men 
bear a large portion of the 
responsibility for most 


| unwanted pregnancies. 


Because we're not the ones 
who risk pregnancy, birth 
control is not as pressing 
an issue for us as It is for 
women. In turn, our abdica- 
tion of responsibility for 
birth control often rubs off 
on our partners. How many 
times has a woman said to 
you, “No, | don't need to 
use anything"? Obviously, a 
woman occasionally lies 
about whether she's “safe.” 
She may be feeling increa- 
ibly horny and doesn't want 
to stop and think about tak- 
ing precautions. She may 
be afraid that if she says 


she's not “using some- 
thing,” you'll cut out. Like 
every human being, she 
may lie for any number of 
complex reasons. But she 
may very well lie because 
she is sick and tired of 
assuming the responsibility 
for birth control. 

So what do we do about 


| the situation? We recognize 


the fact that we, and our 
Partners, are equally 
responsible for preventing 
“our” pregnancy. Though 
shell be the one to carry 
and bear the child, you will 
share equally in the moral 
and financial responsibility 
of raising that child for 
either 18 or 21 years, 


| depending on your state's 


laws. That's right. If she 
gets pregnant, you may end 
up paying more than ten 
BMWs' worth of child sup- 
port. You can try to dodge 
your responsibility, but given 
the accuracy of DNA test- 
ing and society's change in 
altitude toward fathers who 
fall behind in their child- 
support payments, we can 
pretty much bet on the fact 
that her “mistake” will be 
your responsibility. As well 
it should, 

And what about the cost 
of preventing pregnancy, 
as opposed to the costs 
associated with having 
brought one about? We 
think we're being real 


| princes when we buy a box 


of condoms, but did you 
know that a single month's 
supply of birth-control pills 
costs about $20? If your 
lover is on the pill, she's 


| shelling out $240 a year for 


pills alone. That is to say 
nothing of the cost of two 


visits a year to the gynecol- 
ogist—at least $50 to $75 
per visit. Which means that 
your birth control is costing 
her close to $400 per year. 

Given that raising a child 
iS a joint financial responsi- 
bility, doesn't it make sense 
that if we're in a long-term 
relationship, we should 
share the cost of prevent- 
ing unwanted pregnancies? 
Shouldn't we offer to pay 
half the bill for birth-control 
devices and physicians’ 
examinations? After all, we 
offer to pick up the check 
for dinner, so shouldn't we 
share the cost of the rest of 
the night? 

It goes without saying 
that the best way to deal 
with an unwanted preg- 
nancy is to avoid it. Edu- 
cate yourself about differ- 
ent methods of birth control 
and talk about which you 


| prefer before your clothes 


are off and discussion 
becomes impossible. If she 
says it's a “safe” time of the 
month, us? a condom, 
because there is really no 
such thing as a safe time. If 


| the sexual encounter is just 


that, rather than one ele- 
ment in a long-term rela- 
tionship, and birth control 
just doesn't come up, you 
should assume that she 
isnt protected and use a 
condom, By taking the 
responsibility onto our 
shoulders for a change, we 
not only prevent pregnancy, 
but we'll also protect our- 
selves from AIDS and more 
common forms of V.D. 

And do you know what 
else could happen? She 
may respect you in the 


morning.O+-_ 
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Youre more in touch with Trojan. 


For pleasure and extra 
protection, now there's 
new Trojan® Ribbed with 
Spermicidal Lubricant. 


Now the condoms specially 
designed for your mutual pleasure 
also offer you the extra protection 
of a spermicidal lubricant” 

This unique spermicidal lubricant 
has been developed exclusively by 
Trojan brand, and Is pre-applied 
not only to the outside but also the 


inside of each condom. 

New Trojan Ribbed with 
Spermicidal Lubricant features 
delicately textured ribs created to 
help you share the pleasure together. 

Get extra protection and experi- 
ence the pleasure of new Trojan 


Ribbed with Spermicidal Lubricant. 


Only available from the maker of 
Trojan—America’s most trusted 


name in condoms for over 70 years. 


"While a spermicidal lubricant provides extra protection 


against pregnancy, no contraceptive is 100% effective. 
© 1969 Carter-Wallace, inc 
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Before getting involved with a 
multi-level marketing 

group, look closely—you don't want 
to be left holding the bag! 


BY JEROME TUCCILLE 


The concept of multi-level 
marketing (M.L.M.) has 


been around in one form or | 


another since the 1950s. 
The basic idea is simple: 
One person recruits five 
other people into a particu- 
lar organization; then each 
of the five recruits five 
more until, by the sixth 
level down, the original 
recruiter has 15,625 indi- 
viduals in their group— 
assuming no one drops out 
along the way. Over the 
years, about 25,000 com- 
panies have attempted to 
establish a presence in the 
marketplace through 
M.L.M., but only a handful 
have succeeded. Among 
the most successful that 
immediately come to mind 
are Amway and Herbalife. 
| Atits best, M.L.M. can 
be an effective way to mar- 
ket a product. At its worst, 
it is little more than a 
pyramidal con game. Today 
the country is being 
swamped by what amounts 
to an epidemic of M.L.M. 
activity unlike anything 
seen in recent years. 
Recently, | attended a 
| week-long seminar in Cali- 
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| fornia that can best be 


described as a philosophi- 
cal blend of Werner 
Erhard's est, Norman Vin- 
cent Peale’s Power of Posi- 
tive Thinking, and Napo- 
lean Hill's Think & Grow 
Rich, all topped off with a 
healthy dollop of New Age 
spiritualism. The bottom- 
line message was: Anyone 
can be a millionaire if they 
want it badly enough. 
Before the end of the 
basic course, which cost 
$100, attendees were 
exhorted to sign up for the 
advanced program at the 
special price of $495, then 


| the leaders-of-tomorrow 


seminar at something close 
to a thousand bucks, and 
then go out and recruit new 
members into their own 
organizations. 

Enough people did it to 
make the entire dog-and- 
pony show worthwhile for 
the folks who sponsored it, 
but what bothered me and 
a few others | spoke to was 


| the fact that there was no 


product for anyone to sell. 
The only commodity that 
was being peddled by this 
particular group was moti- 
vation—the motivation to 
keep signing up for one 
seminar after another, and 
enticing others to do the 


| same. | didn’t want to be in 


the shoes of those who 


| went home and suddenly 


realized that they had just 
shelled out $1,500 for noth- 
ing more than smoke and 
dreams. 

At the other end of the 
spectrum are the compa- 
nies that actually have a 
tangible product to offer 
the public. The product 
might be anything from 
water filters or household 


items to cosmetic creams 
or health remedies. One 
individual lays oul a few 
hundred dollars for a sup- 
ply of goods, then recruits 
five others who do the 
Same, and on and on. As 
new recruits are brought on 
board, a percentage of 


| their money is passed on to 


the previous people in the 
chain, By the time you get 
down to the sixth level, you 
can see that those near the 
top are raking in substantial 
sums of cash—in some 
cases, upwards of $15,000 
or $20,000 a month. 

The problem with the 
vast majority of these orga- 
nizations is that at some 
point they become too 
unwieldy. The market for 
the product becomes satu- 
rated, competition from 
similar organizations 
squeezes them out, new 
recruits quickly get disillu- 
sioned, and the structure 
begins to topple. You can 
only sell so many water fil- 


ters or anti-aging potions in | 


a given community. Every 
once in a great while, a 
company comes along with 
a terrific product of which 
the public can't get 
enough, and it becomes a 
billion-dollar success story. 
There have been perhaps 
four or five of these suc- 
cesses in 35 years. 

The pressure to join one 
of these groups can be 
almost irresistible. The 
promise of instant wealth, 
of belonging to a special 
club of superachievers, of 
being part of a revolution- 
ary new organization des- 


| tined to take the world by 
| storm is pretty heady stuff 


when packaged and pre- 
sented by professional 


showmen schooled in the 
latest sales techniques. 
Many of us dream of get- 
ting in on the ground floor 
of a real once-in-a-lifetime 
opportunity that will eventu- 
ally reward us with financial | 
independence. 

lf you count yourself 
among that number, you 
would be well-advised to 
do a little homework 
beforehand. First of ail, 
cross any company off your | 
list that has not been 
around for a minimum of 18 
months. Remember, you 
are looking for a company 
that will still be around 15 
or 20 years from now—an 
organization that has sur- 
vived for a year and a half 
or so should at least have 
some momentum behind it. 

second, don't join any 
company that does not 
have a tangible product to 
sell. If you like the product 
and think it will last, per- 
haps others will, too, 

Third, ask the person 
who is recruiting you whal 
level he or she is on, You 
must be reasonably close 
to the top of any subgroup 
within the company to reap 
the maximum benefits. You 
don't want to be left hold- 
ing the bag in any group 
that is already overex- 


tended. 


Fourth, and most impor- 
tant of all: Make sure the 
company you are thinking 
of joining is operating 
legally. There is a legal dis- 
tinction between certain 
kinds of pyramid schemes 
and true M.L.M. compa- 
nies, Call your local cham- 
ber of commerce and your 
State attorney generals 
office before making any 
commitment.O+—_ 
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We know that Penthouse readers have a wide variety 
of interests, and most of these readers have a strong 
interest, either hands-on or theoretical, in the world 
of computers. 

50 we take great pleasure in announcing the newest 
addition to General Media Publishing's family of maga- 
zines: COMPUTE. 

COMPUTE will be bigger and better than ever 
because it will combine four magazines into one. 
Along with COMPUTE, you will get COMPUTE's PC, 
COMPUTE's Amiga Resource, and COMPUTE's 
Gazette. So, in addition to all the MS-DOS tutorials, 
home office reports, programming tips, educational 
Strategies, product reviews, and entertainment news 
COMPUTE is famous for, you now will find all the latest 
about IBM, Tandy, PC-compatible, Amiga, Macintosh, 
Apple, and Commodore computers. All written in the 
easy-to-understand, lively style you've come to expect 
from COMPUTE. 

As a Penthouse reader and member of our pub- 
lishing group, we'd like to give you a chance to 
subscribe to the new Compute at the lowest possible 
price — $9.97 for 12 issues. Prices will be going up, so 
act now and ENTER the world of computers. 
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COMPUTE? 


COMPUTE [tie 
DISCOUNT 
CERTIFICATE 


_| YES! Send me one year (12 issues) of 
COMPUTE for only $9.97! That's a savings 
of $25.43 (71%) off the newsstand cost of 
$35.40! 
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Address 


City Eile State x Zip 


SEND NO MONEY NOW, WE'LL BILL YOU LATER! 


The regular subscription price for 12 issues is $19.94. Canada and HGPH3 
elsewhere add $4.00, payable in U.S. funds only 


Mail to: COMPUTE, PO. Box 3244, Harlan, lowa 51593 


Zachary Richard is on the 
road to stardom this summer; 
it will be your last chance 

to see him in small venues. 


BY VIN SCELSA 


| died and went to heaven 
for a few days last spring; 
they call it the New Orleans 
Jazz and Heritage Festival. 
For any lover of music, 

| food, friendship, and fun, it 
is the ultimate celebration— | 
a nonstop bacchanal of 
sensory (and spiritual) 
overload. 

lt started out 21 years 
ago as a glorified picnic, a 
| family affair, the brainchild 
of famed Newport Jazz Fes- 
tival guiding light George 
Wein, who designed it as a 
| showcase for the diverse 
musical and social subcul- 
tures of the region. The 
years of expansion and 
success have enlarged the 
crowds (hopefully enough 
to discourage dilettantes 
| and yahoos), yet the festi- 
val has managed to retain 
its essential small-town, 
gathering-of-the-clans inno- 
cence. Just as there is no 
other city quite like New 
Orleans, there is no other 
musical event that com- 
pares to the Fest. 

For two weekends every 
spring, tens of thousands 
of music fans gather at the 
Fair Grounds Race Track 
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during the day and in halls 
and clubs throughout the 
city all night to experience 
the most eclectic, soulful 
gumbo of sounds, per- 


| | formed by wizened (and 
| wise) old veterans and 


young-turk newcomers 
alike, men and women 


me.*,-ywhose love for their music | 


is SO exquisitely joyous as 
to be downright conta- 


| gious—the cream of New 
| Orleans’ jazz, Cajun, zy- 


deco, blues, country, gospel, 
African, Afro-Caribbean, 

and rock scenes, joined by 
kindred spirits from the out- 


| side world, and even a few 


genuine “stars” (though 
God knows this event has 
little to do with stars). 
There are ten main 
stages scattered around 
the racetrack infield—the 
music is continuous, over- 
lapping, and liberating. You 


| stroll under the intense 


Louisiana sun, drinking in 
the sounds and sights with 
the same gusto you muster 
for a cold Dixie beer. You 
quickly learn to make few 
plans, for serendipity rules 
the day. You follow the flow, 
connecting with old friends 
(and making lots of new 
ones) as you enter the 
heart and soul of the Fest. 
If it's stormy (we had a 
tornado watch on opening 
day this year), Jamaica's 


| Toots and the Maytals will 
| sing a song with the words 


“| really like the rain,” and 


| the sun will emerge, hot 


and bright, from behind an 
ominous dark cloud... . 
There's Clarence “Frog 
Man” Henry, falsetto ringing 


| clear, frog croaks booming 


low, and your friend McQ. 
from Tulane yells into the 
crowd, “You ain't home until 


the Frog Man sings Ain't 
Got No Home'!” . . . Jubi- 
lant couples, old and 
young, two-step and waltz 
to Bruce Daigrepont's 
Cajun Band and Rockin’ 
Dopsie and His Zydeco 
Twisters. .. . You suck 
spicy juice from crawfish 
heads and sample shrimp 
étouffée, soft-shell crab po- 
boys, alligator sauce 
piquante, jambalaya, pea- 
nut soup, and one of 
Omar's fabulous pecan 
pies. ... You join a second 
line as the marching Majes- 
tic Brass Band weaves its 
way through the crowd. ... 
You're impressed by how 
clean and efficient this 
place is, how polite and 
friendly the multiracial, 
multi-aged crowd is. ... 
The Meters do a version of 
“Knockin’ on Heaven's 
Door" that reaches deep 
into your heart and makes 
you feel blessed. ... 


| There's Flaco Jiminez and 


Snooks Eaglin and the 
Radiators and the Dirty 
Dozen Brass Band and the 
Mighty Clouds of Joy and 
joy becomes the operative 
word—joy is what these 


| hundreds of musicians are 


here for, not fame or 
money—the sheer magical 
joy of sharing music under 
God's southern blue 
sky... . The sign over the 
stage in Congo Square 
reads “A Cultural and Spiri- 
tual Rejuvenation”; you read 
that phrase as the essence 
of Jazz Fest and come 
away with a new hope for 
this troubled old planet. 
And if you're real lucky, 
you get to witness a sem- 
inal performance by a 
musician poised on the 
cusp of a breakthrough. 


| major-label record, Women 


| tive, funny, committed to 


| going to cause the ladies to 


| More") and rocks out with a 
cocky punch (“Who Stole 


| what heaven is.O+—_ 


The huge crowd that 
cheered Zachary Richard 
at Jazz Fest 1990 knows 
what | mean. The excite- 
ment of discovery cut 
through the swamp humid- 
ity as we realized we were 
watching the national 
emergence of an important 
new artist. Zachary, from 
Lafayette, Louisiana, has 
spent years making bilin- 
gual albums for small folk 
labels and gigging around 
the country, building a loyal 
and devoted following. He 
has just released his first 


in the Room (Americana/ 
A&M), and it’s destined to 
be the crossover LP of the 
year, Here's a guy with all 
the right moves: He's sexy, 
gallically handsome, emo- 


his Cajun-French heritage, 
personable, warm, and 
extremely talented. At the 
Jazz Fest, he emphasized 
mainstream material from 
the new record but never 
disconnected from his 
deep-rooted past. This is 
the guy who's going to 
make the Acadian accor- 
dion a legitimate rock 'n’ 
roll instrument and zydeco 
a household word, who's 


swoon and the men to wish 
they had been born on the 
bayou. His music aches for 
the sad passing of Cajun 
tradition (“No French No 


My Monkey”). He's on the 
road to stardom this sum- 
mer; it will be your last 
chance to see him in small 
venues. Check him out. 
He's a messenger from 
heaven... and you know 


HOW TO 
BUY A 


LAMBORGHINI 


DIABLO. 
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lf you can't afford a whole Diablo, you can build up to it. 
Starting with its Alpine music system, 


featuring the 6-disc CD Shuttle 
(your car's already wired for it). 
True, an Alpine music system 
can't make your Car move as 
fast as a 202 mph Lamborghini 
Diablo. But it sure can make it 
sound as good. 
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Gar Audio Systems 


of America, Inc. (800) ALPINE-1! 
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THE MOST REMARKABLE 


® Like all relaxations, you can put them down whenever you like. 


® Like all great passions, you won't be able to. 


¢ Like all great pleasures, they last for years. . 


® Like life itself, they are a struggle of 
unparallelled scope and ardour. 


® They are enacted on a stage of breath-taking landscapes. 


® They demand brutal intrigue 
and ruthless leadership. 


e Very soon all the vacancies 
will be gone. 


¢ Book your place now— 
and if you introduce a friend, 
you Can start absolutely free. 


The Quebec Conference. From left to right, in the 
foreground: Mackenzie King, prime minister of 


| | ba : 
Canada, Franklin Roosevelt and Winston Churchill It was a desperate plight in which the 14th Regiment of the Line found itself, the French square harshly pressed 


World War Il, The Napoleonic Wars and Muskets & Mules 
are revolutionary play-by-mail wargames, reproducing with 
perfect historical accuracy the conflicts themselves. You 
play a key figure in the military-political heirarchy of a 
major power of the time. Each turn you will receive 
beautifully printed maps, on which the deployments of your 
proud subordinates or loyal troops are displayed. Each turn, 
you move your forces into strategic positions to frustrate 
your enemies or to support your allies within the game. 

Whether you are Napoleon Buonaparte, General George 
Patton, Adolf Hitler, or any one of countless others, you will 
be thrown into an unprecedented theatre of alternate 
history. In these unique and amazing interactive wargames, Pe: — 
you direct the destiny of world history. British ships of the line after Nelson's triumph at Aboukir Bay 


WARGAMES EVER CREATED \ 


WORLD WAR II 
THE NAPOLEONIC WARS 
® and MUSKETS & MULES 


Productions of: Historical Simulations, Inc. 
WORLD WAR II 


In World War || you are one man at the top of the military- -political 
heirarchy of a key power of the time and weave your own thread into 
the collective creation of all players which is the whole game 
Whether you become General Rommel recently ordered to 
command of the Afrika Korps, Field Marshall Goring tibbing about 
the strength of the airforce or Adolf Hitler, Josef Stalin, President 
Trumam, Winston Churchill or whatever role you don World War I! 
puts you into an unprecedented theatre of alternate history. 


THE NAPOLEONIC WARS 


Between 1798-1814 a straggle for world hegemony was waged. 


From Napoleon Buonaparte’s decision to invade Egypt, to 
Alexander |’s to champion Mecklenburg, the decision which led to 
the downfall of Napoleon, the history of Eurasia twisted and turned 
History could have diverged profoundly from its actual course 
| Nelson should have caught Napoleon en route to Egypt destroyed 
him and inadvertently preserved the Republic. Napoleon should have 
triumphed in 1813 


The tapestry of these struggles was dark to its creators, its final 

outcome obscure and inevitably the result of a panoply of individual 

efforts. For example, the French were undone in Spain by 
Napoleon's inability to personally supervise the campaign. 


MUSKETS & MULES 


During the years 1805-1810 a four-cornered struggle for hegemony 
raged over German and Italian speaking Europe, Empires rose and 
Empires fell. In the course of this epochal clash of powers the first 
French Empire under the Emperor Napoleon | broke the back of the 
Habsburg Empire, twice defeated the Empire of all the Russias and 
virtually dismembered the Kingdom of Prussia 
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A French hussar and a dragoon talk with their 


_-_ STAR IN THE DEFINITIVE WARGAMES 


Fill in the coupon below or phone us at (914) 428-1990 to find out more. FAX: (914) 761-3042 
To: Historical Simulations, 99 Court Street, White Plains, NY 10601 
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$50 for rules, materials and your first turn, please tick off the a friend to join. Call us to arrange. Please make checks 
appropriate box and fill in the chart, Free start-up if you get payable to Historical Simulations, Inc. 
SPECIAL OFFER Sign up for 3 turns ($60)...Get Start-Up Materials FREE ($30 Savings) 
A turn takes place |_| WORLD WAR II _| THE NAPOLEONIC WARS _}] MUSKETS & MULES 
every 14 days see number countries Please number countries Please number countries 
and costs $20 per turn. OT SIeE OF Presence in order of preference; in order of preference. 
Greater Germany Republic of France | (7 to 3) 
The Soviet Union (and the CCP) Great Britian ; 
er French 
Name The British Empire The Habsburg Monarchy 
The Japanese Empire The Empire of Austrian 
: The United States of America all the Russias om 
| The ttalian Empire The Kingdom of Prussia mates 
Address The French Republic The Ottoman Empire Prussian 
= Nationalist China Other Power (e.g. Spain) 
Other Power (e.g. Poland) (1 to 2) (7 to 2) PH-890 
Se ES See 2 ee NS Field Commander Army —— 
(1 to 2) (1 to 3) | sic /Political © 1989 
Field Commander Army a ea i te 8 Nave Pitoricn! steusations: Inc 
: ommMme i ? OUT ree 
Telephone number Strategic Commander Navy White Plains, New York 10601 
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some sperm banks are little 

more than a doctor with a liquid- 
nitrogen freezer and a room 
containing a comfortable chair, some 
jars, and a box of Kleenex. 


BY ALAN M. DERSHOWITZ 


wd J 


In March 1985 a bride- 

| groom stored a sample of 

| his sperm at a New York 
sperm bank. Since he had 
cancer and was about to 
begin chemotherapy, which 
could damage his sperm, 


| healthy specimen so that 
| he and his wife could one 
day have a child. 

About a year later, his 
wife was inseminated with 
what was believed to be 
her husband's sperm. But 
when the baby was born in 
December 1986, it was 
obvious that something had 
gone terribly wrong. The 
infant girl was black; both 
| parents were white. DNA 
tests were conducted, 
comparing the child's 
genes with those of her 


not match. The mother had 
been impregnated by 
someone else's sperm. 
Now, a year after her 
husband succumbed to 
cancer, the mother is suing 
the sperm bank, on her 
child's behalf as well as her 
own. She is claiming that 
the sperm bank negligently 
provided her with the 
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| he decided to store his still- 


mother's husband. They did 


sperm of a stranger, and is 
seeking damages on the 
understandable grounds 
that she wanted to bear her 


| fe “ioe child. "As my 


husband's iliness pro- 
gressed, | decided that 
having his child was the 
bond that would link us for- 
ever, she explains. 

She may still be able to 
secure this bond because 
her late husband's sperm 
remains frozen at the lab 
and can still be used to 
“father” his child. But her 
first child's claim would 


| still be valid. It is that claim 


that is generating the most 
controversy. 

The mother is arguing 
that the fact that she is 


| white and her daughter is 


black has caused emo- 
tional problems for the 
three-year-old child, whose 
little friends taunt her 
because she and her 
mother don't have the same 
skin color. It will be difficult, 
however, for a court to find 
that being black—or even 
being of a different race 
from one’s mother—is a 
cognizable legal wrong in a 
society based on the prem- 
ise that “all men are cre- 
ated equal.’ Interracial 
adoptions are common, as 
are interracial marriages. 
Even if the court believes 
that the girl has actually 
suffered some emotional 
damage from bigoted play- 
mates, it will probably be 


| reluctant to rule that such 
| damage amounts to a lia- 


bility. 

The sperm bank is deny- 
ing all liability, claiming that 
it takes extraordinary pre- 
cautions to prevent mix- 
ups. Indeed, it color-codes 
the sperm vials by race. 


Then how did a white 
woman give birth to a black 
baby? The sperm bank 


| does not even concede 


that there was a mix-up. 

lf the case goes to trial, 

the sperm bank may turn 
the tables on the mother 

by requiring her to dis- 
prove the possibility that the 
child was conceived 
through intercourse with 

a black man, 

This implicit threat may, 
of course, simply be a liti- 
gation ploy designed to 
frighten the plaintiff into 


| dropping—or quietly set- 


tling—her lawsuit. If she is 
truly a caring mother, she 
will not want her daughter's 
paternity to become a court- 
room drama, recorded for 
posterity by the nation's 
tabloids. 

If the case does go to 
trial, the objects of scrutiny 
will not only be the lab’s 
practices and the mother's 
sex life, but the entire 
sperm-bank industry. In 
light of the fact that tens of 
thousands of babies are 


| Conceived each year in this 


country from stored sperm, 
it is remarkable that there is 
virtually no federal regula- 
tion of the industry. In some 
States, any doctor with a 
liquid-nitrogen freezer can 
open a sperm bank, In- 
deed, some banks consist 
of little more than a “donor 
room,’ which is equipped 
with a comfortable chair, 
jars, a box of Kleenex, and 
copies of this magazine. 

As the use of sperm 
banks increases, regulation 
will become essential to 
prevent not only mix-ups of 
the kind alleged in this law- 
suit, but also genetically 
transmitted illnesses. In 


addition, it is important to 
ensure that no one man or 
even several men account 
for a disproportionate num- 
ber of sperm samples in a 
particular geographic area. 
such monopolization would 
increase the risk of acci- 
dental inbreeding among 
the relatives or descen- 
dants of anonymous donors, 
One government agency 
Goes regulate sperm stor- 
age: The federal Bureau of 
Prisons is now in court 
defending its policy of pro- 
hibiting prisoners from 
banking their sperm, even 
for the purpose of impreg- 
nating their wives. The case 
arose when a convicted 
drug courier, serving a 14- 
year prison term, petitioned 
to send his sperm to a 
sperm bank to inseminate 
his wife, whose biological 
clock was running out. The 
Bureau of Prisons, which 
has a long-standing policy 
against conjugal visits, 
argued that granting the 
prisoner's request would 
“turn prisons into fertility 
clinics.” The prisoner lost 
the first round of his suit 
when the district court 
ruled that the right to repro- 
duce is “fundamentally 
inconsistent with imprison- 
ment itself.” (This decision 
amounts to a throwback to 
the old days, when some 
prisoners were sterilized.) 
But the case is on appeal. 
We have only just begun 
to debate the moral, ethi- 
cal, and legal implications 


| of sperm banks and artifi- 
| Clal insemination. The 


courts will be kept busy 
resolving the many painful 
disputes that will arise from 
what are otherwise joyous 
scientific advances.O+—, 


_POWER IN BRONZE 


Sculpture shown 
actual size of 
approximately 
644" in height. 


FULLY AUTHORIZED AND 
AUTHENTICATED BY THE 
TRUSTEES OF THE FREDERIC 
REMINGTON ART MUSEUM. 
The Frederic Remington Art 
Museum presents its premier work 
in an unprecedented collection. 


Inspired by the immortal bronzes of 
America’s most famous sculptor. 


BRONCHO BUSTER. Created in 
1895, it was Remington's very first 
bronze. Now this masterpiece 
becomes a fine art reproduction in 
miniature. Individually crafted in 
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hot-cast bronze. The same medium 
used by Remington to create his 
most enduring works. 

Authentic to the smallest detail. 
Even Remington's signature appears 
on the base. Hand-finished to the 
rich patina characteristic of the great 
bronzes of the American West. 

Powerful. Dynamic. A stirring 
tribute to Remington and the 
indomitable American spirit. 

BRONCHO BUSTER ts priced 
at $150, including a handsome 
hardwood base. 


appears just as 
on the original, 
down to the look 
of determination 
on the rider's face. 


Every detail 


‘Order Form 


BRONCHO BUSTER 
BY FREDERIC REMINGTON 


Please mail by August 31, 1990). 


The Franklin Mint 
Franklin Center, Pennsylvania 19091 
Please enter my commission for the fine art repro- 
duction of Fredenc Remington's “Broncho Buster,” 
crafted of hor-cast bronze. 

I need send no payment now. | will be billed fora 
deposit of $30 when my imported sculprure is ready 
to be sent to me, and for the remainder in 4 monthly 
installments of $30" each, after shipment. 

"Plas ory state tales tax and a total of $4. for shipping and handling 
SIGNATURE 
ALL COMMISSIONS ARE SUBIECT TO ACCEPTANCE 


MR/MRS/MISS 


PLEASE PRINT CLEARLY 


ADDRESS 


CITY/STATE/ZIP 
12215-26 


e! can picture him with 
his face buried between my legs. 
l've tried everything 
to get my mind out of his pants, 
but nothing works.® 


LETTER OF THE MONTH 
I've been reading Penthouse 
for about four years and I've 
always loved your column. | 
hope you can help me. | am 
a young woman who mar- 
ried her high school sweet- 
heart. We grew up together, 
so / never really dated much. 
We've been married for five 
years and | love him a /ot. 
But I've always secretly de- 
sired his friend David. 

Recently, | found out that 
David feels the same way 
about me. We had an affair 
for about two months, but 
then decided it was wrong. 
The sex we shared together 
was the best I've ever had. | 
felt so comfortable when | 
was wrapped around him. All 
| wanted was to please him, 
and all he wanted was to 
please me. | could tell him 
what | wanted and he always 
obliged. He said the most 
important part about sex to 
him was giving the woman 
“maximum pleasure.” 

We could screw for hours 
and he would make me 
come five or six times—it 
was great. He told me that | 
was the best sex he had ever 
had. For those few months 
we were in fuck-heaven. But 
now it has all come to an end 
and | feel sad. 

My husband really can be 
good in bed, but his tech- 
nique often leaves some- 
thing to be desired. All he 
usually cares about is shoot- 
ing his wad, and then he rolls 
over, leaving me feeling 
confused and frustrated. 

Now every time | see 
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David, we make strong eye 
contact. | can picture him 
with his face buried be- 
tween my /egs or me riding 
him wildly. I've tried every- 
thing to get my mind out of 
his pants, but nothing works. 
/ truly miss all his loving— 
what should | do?—V. V. 


The social patterns that we 
have come to accept as a 
set of rules for a “good” or 
“normal” lifestyle do not work 
for everyone. Though they 
may be a reasonably sensi- 
ble code of behavior for the 
average person, who wants 
to be average? People are 
constantly asking me for ad- 
vice about “open” mar- 
riages, but marriage is a /e- 
ga! contract. If you try 
redesigning it, you are ask- 
ing for trouble, and sooner 
or later you're going to need 
a lawyer. 


XAVIERA HOLLANDER 
CALL ME MADAM 


If | could find a man who 
would “love, honor, and obey 
me till death or divorce do us 
part, | would probably hang 
on to him. Even then, | 
wouldn't want him around all 
the time, and | would cer- 
tainly hate to be bound by 
the same set of rules. 

lf you hurry through bran 
flakes for breakfast every 
morning, the waffles and 
maple syrup or the eggs, 
bacon, and hash browns that 
someone lovingly brings you 
in bed on Sunday are like a 
foretaste of heaven; but if you 
reverse the process, you can 
get so bored with the daily 
bacon and eggs that cereal 
(maybe with fruit and cream) 
is a delicious alternative. If 
you had David's head bur- 
ied between your legs day 
in and day out, it would 
probably be a delicious al- 
ternative to have your macho 


husband shoot into you and 
roll over once a week. Un- 
fortunately, the American 
way is to have only one mar- 
riage partner at a time. 

90 you have two choices. 
Do what you are doing and 
suffer, or have a wild pas- 
sionate love affair on the 
side, keeping it absolutely 
secret and lying about it 
whenever necessary. If no 
one knows about it, nobody 
gets hurt. 

There is another alterna- 
tive that my man and | are 
working on, but it is still in 
the experimental stage. He 
and | have been vacationing 
in Puerto Rico winter after 
winter, and one of our clos- 
est friends there is an ex- 
lover of mine (from before | 
knew my current man), 
whom I'll call Ricardo. 

This year we went to 
Puerto Rico as usual, and 
Ricardo (who is divorced and 
whose teenage daughter re- 
cently moved in with him) 
was in low spirits. He had no 
current girlfriend, his work 
was going badly, and he 
hadnt gotten laid for two 
years. We invited him to 
spend a week with us on the 
coast and John (my man) 
said to me in confidence, "| 
suppose you had better take 
care of him, but please be 
discreet. This is a nit-pick- 
Ing, gOssipy community. | 
think it would be better if no 

CONTINUED ON PAGE 132 


Al) inquines are treated in confidence Send 
yours lo Aaviera Hollander, Penthouse 
Magazine, 1965 Broadway, New York, NY 
10023-5965. Miss Hollander regrets that no 
private replies can be supplied 


Catching rays is 
more delicious 
witha touch of 
Comiort Southern Comfort has a distinctive, appealing flavor. 

@® lt'sadrink tha t makes any other drink taste that much better. 
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~ Comfort Colada 
BY THE PITCHER: 
—s & jiggers (9 oz.) Southern Comfort 
6 oz. cream of coconut 
‘12 oz. unsweetened pineapple juice 
large ice cubes, crushed 
Blend all ingredients until ice is 
ie completely broken up and liquid 
at € is frothy. Serve in a tall glass over 


> faerie ice and garnish with a cherry. 
aw Makes four eight-ounce drinks. 


Miller Lite is the premium-brewed light beer. It’s not some 
watered-down version of a regular beer. That’s why Lite tastes great. 
And great taste has made it the most popular light beer in America. 
ezamemecene W hich is something any beer drinker will swear to. 
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MILLER LITE. WHERE LESS FILLING REALLY TASTES GREAT. 


VIEW FROM THE TOP 


SLUMBER PARTY SUMMIT 


BY EMILY PRAGER 


V. ioleta Chamorro enters from the kitchen of her ranch- 
style mansion in Managua. She carries a big bowl of 
= popcorn. in her living room, wearing pajamas, .with 
hair curled in hot rods, draped over the furniture in loose, 
relaxed poses, are Cory Aquino and Benazir Bhutto. 

Violeta: Okay, senoras, here's the popcorn, The cook will 
| bring the Haagen-Dazs in a moment. Benazir: Oh, please! 
My waist is big enough since the baby. Cory: How's the 
marriage, Benazir? Your parents really chose your husband? 
Benazir: Yes. \t's worked out fine. If I'd chosen for myself, 
he would have been an unemployed Muslim sadist or a 
chinless British peer who swings both ways. My taste at 
Oxford was sadly lacking. (Maggie Thatcher enters from the 
bathroom, her face covered in a white rejuvenating mask. ) 
Maggie: Tell me about it! What is it about those chinless 
peers that makes an intellectual girl's heart flutter? The pen- 
etrating thrust of their insouciance? Benazir: Maggie, you 
dog! Maggie: |'m a bitch, my dear, and proud of it. We all 
are governing bitches! All; Hear, hear! 

Violeta: So, Cory, what's the story with you and the Com- 
munists these days? Cory: You know how it is, Vi. Everythin 
will be quiet until | go to get my , 
hair done or have a massage, 
and bang, there's an incident, 
and everyone will accuse me of 
| behaving like a housewife. It's 
so unfair. | haven't had a pedi- 
cure in five years. SO youre 
keeping Ortega around? Vi- 
oleta; Why not? He's got a 
strong little body in a uniform, 
he flirts like a gigolo, and it will 
make the transition easier. It's 
sO important to have some at- 
tractive men around while one 
governs, no? Maggie: Thank 
your lucky stars you're not Eng- 
lish, love. There hasn't been an 
| attractive man in British gov- 
ernment since Edward abdi- 
cated for Wallis Simpson in 36. 
Benazir: | suppose I'm lucky. I'm 
surrounded by good-lookers. 
| Cory: No, dear, you're just 
young, that’s all. Maggie: Oh, 
please, don't let's talk about 


| uania.. . less so, less so. Don't you all think Nelson Mandela 


age. | caught sight of my buttocks last week in a hotel-room 
mirror in Rwanda. | thought at first my ankles had goiter. 
Violeta: Maggie, don't be silly. You look wonderful, Maggie: 
Ach, Vi, tell it to George Bush, 

Cory: Benazir, what's with you and India? Benazir: Just 
don't buy any cashmere sweaters, promise me. Maggie: Not 
even from Scotland? Benazir: No, it's the principle of the 
thing. Maggie: Well, that's a bloody drag, but all right. Cory. 
Maggie, how do-you really feel about the reunification of 
Germany? Maggie: Over my dead body, as the actress told 
the bishop. (The cook enters with the Haagen-Dazs and 
serves the heads of state. Violeta turns on the VCR and pops 
in a tape.) Violeta: Okay, the movie is Dirty Dancing. You 
haye seen? All: No. Violeta: Okay. We start, but first you must 
tell me something. Who is the sexiest head of state | will | 
meet with? Benazir: What a good question. Six months ago | 
| would have said Gorbachev, definitely. But now, after Lith- 


is handsome? Cory: Really handsome. Maggie: Actually— 
don't hate me for this—I rather fancy FW. de Klerk. Cory: 
Well, | can understand that. He's sexier now that he's re- 
leased Mandela. Violeta: What 
about Mitterrand? Benazir: 
Suave. Lech Walesa? Maggie: | 
Hot, but rough trade. Cory: 
Qaddafi? Violeta’ S & M, but 
pretty, isn't he? Maggie: Dan 
Quayle’s advance men are 
rather fetching. Cory: But they re 
animals. Maggie: What do you 
want—brains, too? Cory, dear, 
choosing lovers is not the same 
as choosing NATO partners. Try 
to remember that. Benazir: Lis- 
ten, there is no question. The 
sexiest head of state right now 
is Vaclav Havel. Cory: Mmm. 
Violeta: Ah, yes, that wavy hair. 
Maggie: And that probing, uh, 
writing style. Cory: But does he 
put out? Maggie: Time will tell, 
dear. (Looks at VCR) Good 
God, is that Patrick Swayze? His 
eyes are a bit close together, 
but | wouldn't kick him out of 
Parliament. (They all laugh.) 
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TV 


BY ROBYN D. LEE 


| If you like contemporary 

| music, television is proba- 
bly the last place you 
would expect to find it. Two 
years ago, however, a revo- 
lution of sorts was started 
when “Michelob Presents 
Night Music” took to the 
airwaves and changed the 
way we view music. 

“Night Music” is hosted 
by saxophonist David San- 
born, who explains that the 
main idea behind the show 
was to “put a music show 
on commercial television 
that was not something you 
would see on MTV, or that 
you had even seen before." 
This definitely meant break- 
ing away from the hit- 
| oriented format of shows 
like “Solid Gold.” The pro- 
| ducers of “Night Music,” 
who include “NBC's Satur- 
day Night Live” creator 
Lorne Michaels, chose in- 
Stead to present ensembles 
of artists from various 
genres, performing spe- 
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| Clally selected tunes. 


his distinctive saxo- 
|} Phone style. The 


As expected, this devia- 
tion from the “new-single 
promotion’ formula does 
not sit well with record 
companies, which are in 
the business of selling rec- 


| ords. Despite the pro- 


gram's critical acclaim, the 
producers still periodically 
have problems getting big- 


| Name musicians to ap- 


pear—many artists are un- 
der pressure from their la- 
bel to use their time on 
television to increase rec- 
ord sales. And yet major 


| artists like Lou Reed, Dizzy 


Gillespie, Harry Connick, 
Jr, and Sting have all come 
on to kick out the jams. 
sanborn feels that because 


| the artists get the chance 


to do something different, 
like “performing with some- 
one that they always 
wanted to play with, or 
maybe just doing some- 
thing on TV that's a little 


Out of character for them,” 
| many have appeared—per- 


haps in spite of their record 
company's wishes. 

It is Sanborn who sets 
the tone and the stan- 
dard for "Night Music” 
with his “cool personi- 
fied" presence and 
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| high caliber of his playing 
} undoubtedly spurs quest 


artists to rise to the chal- 
lenge of playing with some- 
one who ts widely recog- 
nized as one of the stars in 


his field. Sanborn, a multi- 
| ple Grammy winner, is dili- 
| gent about giving credit 


where credit is due, but al- 
most self-effacing about his 
own role in the show. “It's 
not ‘The David Sanborn 
show,’ " he says. “I! didn't 
want it to focus on me or 
be personality-oriented. | 
wanted the focus to be the 


| music. Its a music show 
| and I'm the host.” 


Sanborn (and the house 
band) provides an identifi- 
able core for the show. 
"Night Music” is time-con- 


| Suming for Sanborn, who 
| plans to tour and release 


an album by the end of the 
year, but he thinks it's 
worth the investment, if only 
to offer an alternative to 
what he sees as “lowest- 
common-denominator” tele- 


| vision and “mood-altering 


radio. 
Given television's history 
with shows that dare to 
be different, it's al- 
most a miracle thal 
“Night Music” is 
starting its third sea- 
son. (The producers 
are hoping for an earlier 
time slot—by the end of 
last Season, some markets 
aired the program as late 
as 2 AM.) Committed to 
presenting quality enter- 
tainment without underesti- 


mating the intelligence or 


depth of its audience, 
“Night Music” has been re- 
warded by both viewers 
and critics, who have 
shown their appreciation by 


| making the “little show that 


could” a certifiable hit. 


CAMPUS 
VIEW 
BY ALEXIS J. ADAMS | 


“Why do you want to go to 
a black school? Don't you 
think you'll be at a disad- 
vantage when you enter the 
real world’? Isn't the black | 
college experience an un- 
realistic one? Besides, you 
have such good grades, 
and you'll only be receiving 
an inferior education.” 
These are some of the 


| comments and questions | 
| heard when | told my high 
school friends that | had 


decided to attend Hampton 
University in Virginia. But 
because of my strong de- 


| sire to learn about young 


black adults from various 
parts of the country, as well 
as various parts of the 
globe, | stood firm in my 
decision. 

My wish to interact with 


| young African-Americans 


from extremely diverse 
backgrounds was not the 
sole reason that | decided 
lo attend a black college. | 
also yearned to broaden 
my Knowledge of black his- 


tory and the state of mod- 
ern black America. Just as 
imperative, | needed to 
gain confidence in being a 
| female African-American. 
| Because of what a black 
university offers through a 
mainly black faculty and 
| overflowing resources In 
| black history, | knew that 
my school would be able to 
help me meet my needs in 
a way that a predominately 
white college could not. 
Being a student al a 
black university is a unique 
experience. Nowhere else 
can a student benefit so 
greatly from the knowledge 
and teachings of learned 
black professors and 
speakers. And one not only 
receives a top-notch edu- 
cation inside the class- 
room, but an invaluable ex- 
perience outside of it as 
| well, The interaction with 
such a wide variety of 
black students is something 
that cannot be gained at a 
primarily white school. 
| also chose to enroll in, 
a black institution be- 
cause it was a ne- 
cessity for me 
| to ac- 


quire a better grasp of 
what Is available to black 
college graduates. | felt 
that a black university 
would provide me with an 
unambiguous view of what | 
can expect upon gradua- 
tion—obstacles and all. My 
hunch has proven to be 
correct! 

Black colleges offer Afri- 
can-American students a 
place to grow and to be- 
come proud of our heri- 
tage. We are allowed to re- 
alize that we are strong 
individuals who stem from a 
difficult but powerful past, 
we are allowed to accen- 
tuate the positives of being 
black, we are allowed to 
support our own, and we 


| are allowed to excel! 


The author, a sophomore, is 
a psychology major. Col- 
lege students are invited to 
submit suggestions for 
“Campus View" to Karen 
Angel, Penthouse Eoitorial 
Dept., 1965 Broadway, New 
York, N.Y. 10023. 


SCENES 


BY LARRY YELEN 


Heard any good books 
lately? If composer/multi- 
media honcho Harry Nils- 
son has a Say in il, more 
and more, people will be 
listening to their books on 
audiotape as part of his EI- 


| egant Greetings collec- 


tion—a series archiving the 
spoken words of some of 
the 1960s’ more notable 
pop icons, most of them 
friends of Nilsson himselt. 
Nilsson, largely known for 
a No. 1 hit from 1972, 
“Without You, and “Every- 
body’s Talkin’ “ from the 


| movie Midnight Cowboy, 


heads Hawkeye Entertain- 
ment, which produces mo- 
tion-picture and home- 


| video projects in addition to 


talking books. Since its in- 
ception four years ago, 


| their Elegant Greetings divi- 


sion has become an in- 
creasingly significant player 
in the burgeoning books- 
on-tape market. The 
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ee Oublishing arms, cre- 


E.G. catalog, distributed 
through Dove Books, In- 
cludes former LSD prophet 
Timothy Leary reading from 
Fiashbacks and Terry South- 
ern rendering two of his 
works, Candy and The 
Magic Christian. |In addition, 
the late Monty Python alum- 
nus Graham Chapman and 
the Monkees’ Davy Jones 
share their autobiographies. 
Abridgments are made 
by the authors, working 
closely with producer Doug 
Hoefer and his partner 
Bruce Heighley, a time-con- 
suming and challenging 
process. The key to a suc- 
cessful audio book, Hoefer 
believes, is to create a 
comiortable environment 
for the client during the re- 
cording sessions. “It's very 
intimidating for any author 
lo sit down with his own 
work and represent it with 
his own voice, he notes. 
“It's a lonely job for them, 
but what helps is their real- 
izing how hard were trying 
and how much it 
means to us. 
Hoefer describes 
Graham Chapman's 
reading as “brilliant. 
Brutally honest yet 
funny at the same 
time. The most 
important 
» thing, though,’ 
[i he continues, 
“is for the au- 
thors to sit 
down and tell 
me the story— 
a paragraph, a 
page, a chapter 
at a time.” 

Large publisnh- 
ers such as War- 
ner Books and Si- 
mon & Schuster 
have their own audio 


pe 
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ating a David-and-Goliath- 
like relationship with Ele- 
gant Greetings. But Nilsson 
iS quick to point out that 
unlike the majors, who typi- 
cally hire prestigious actors 


recordings are read 
by the authors 
themselves. An- 
other significant 
difference is that 
E.G. marries its 
material to music, 
as in the full- 
blown production 
of Leary's Flash- 
backs. “The 
composers scored 
it like a movie,” 
says Hoefer, 
“seventy min- 
utes of original 
music written 
on a scene- 
by-scene basis.” 
Another ambi- 
tious idea was 
including a pre- 
viously unre- 
leased Davy Jones 
composition, 
“Manchester Boy,” writ- 
ten specifically for his _ 
They Made a Monkee Out 
of Me project. All this, 
coupled with the fact that 
E.G.'s works are both 
recorded and edited digi- 
tally, may make them the 
finest efforts in the industry. 
There's even talk of even- 
tual release on compact 
disc. 

The possibilities are fairly 
limitless when you consider 
the scope of books in print. 
still, some are destined to 
remain a dream: When 
asked what the ultimate au- 
| dio book might be, Harry 
Nilsson laughed and re- 
| plied, “It would have to be 
Shakespeare reading his 
own work, wouldn't it?” 
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EDEREEWS 
BY STEVEN SLON 


lf you like beer, you'll love 
home brew. It’s easy to 
make, and easy to make 
well, as an estimated 1.7 
million devotees have dis- 
covered. All you have to do 
is open a can of malted 
barley extract, add water 
and hops, and then boil. 
When your wort (pro- 
nounced “wert,” the brew- 
er's name for unfermented 
beer) has cooled, you pour 
it into a fermenting jug, add | 
beer yeast, and within a 
day, the whole concoction 
begins to bubble and 
churn as the yeast turns 
the sugars to alcohol. A 
week later, you bottle it. In 
another week, you amaze 
your friends as you pour 
them the freshest glass of 
suds they've ever stubbed 
their noses on, 

“It's a great secret, but 
anyone can make beer,” 
says Daniel Bradford, mar- 
keting director for the 
American Homebrewers 
Association (A.H.A,). He 
tells how he hardly knew 
what he was doing when 
he made his first batch. 
Someone submitted 
it to a competi- 
tion where it won 
a blue ribbon. 
“And |'m no whiz 
in the kitchen,” 
he asserts. 

Home brew is 
also cheap to 
make. You'll 
need an initial in- 
vestment of 
about $50 for 
basic equipment. 
Each five-gal- 
lon (50-bottle) 
batch will run 


you $20 to $30 for ingredi- 
ents. That's a final cost of 
AO to 60 cents per bottle. 
Beyond great flavor, ease 
of brewing, and low price is 
the magic of fermenting. 
While your home brew 


| won't have you totally aban- 


doning your favorite com- 
mercial beer, there's some- 
thing extremely satisfying 
about hearing that hiss of 
air as you crack open the 


| first bottle, then pouring it 
| into a tall glass. Can some- 


thing this great be legal? 


| As a matter of fact, it is. 


President Carter signed the 
bill sanctioning home brew- 
ing 11 years ago. 

To get started, write to 


} the A.H.A. at PO. Box 287, 
| Boulder, Colorado 80306, 
| or call (303) 447-0816 for a 


free pamphlet, “Your First 
Batch the Easy Way.” 
Once you've made your 
first batch of light ale, you 
can start experimenting. 
There's a wide world of 
beer out there, and all the 
varieties can be made at 
home. Recipes and much 


} more are clearly detailed in 


Charles Papazian's indis- 
pensable The Complete 


Joy of Home Brewing (Avon — 


| Books, $8.95), the bible for 


owe, home 
~ | brewers. 
r Here 
. \ are 


| 


some of the experts’ tips for | 


- beginners: 


* Keep it simple and stick 


with tried-and-true recipes. 


* Keep everything clean. 
A little dirt can ruin a good 


| batch of beer. (It may be 


reassuring to know that 


even spoiled beer won't kill 


| you. Due to beer's acidity 
and alcohol content, no 


known pathogens can sur- 


| vive in it.) 


« Never use sugar, ex- 
cept when bottling. When 
you see a recipe that calls 
for corn sugar, substitute 
an equal amount of malt 
extract. Sugar imparts an 
undesirable cidery flavor to 


- your beer. 


* And remember, don't 


| Worry. 


Look for home-brew sup- 
pliers in the classified ads 


| of many shelter or garden- 
| ing Magazines and in the 


Yellow Pages under Beer 
and Wine Making Supplies. 
You can also write or call 
the companies below for 
free catalogs, Most sup- 
pliers are serious beer 
makers and are helpful with 
brewing questions. 

e Beer and Wine Hobby, 
180 New Boston St., Wo- 
burn, Mass. 01801. Orders: 
(800) 523-5423. Informa- 
tion: (617) 933-8818. 

¢ The Cellar Home Brew- 
ing, RO. Box 33525, Seat- 
tle, Wash. 98133. Orders: 
(800) 342-1871. Information: | 

(206) 365-7660. 

e Williams Brewing, 
PO. Box 2195, San 
Leandro, Calif. 94577; 

(415) 895-2739. Wil- 

liams has also pro- 

duced a video 

($17.90) for the begin- 

ning brewer that takes |} 
you through the process | 
step-by-step.Ot+—_ 


"For gawdsakes, Harry—who discusses politics at a cutlery convention?" 


he pickings looked 
mighty slim. Water- 
logged videotapes. 
Useless cables. 
Electronic accessories from 
Mars. Customers milled 
over the cruddy liquidation 
merchanaise like aissatis- 
fied vultures. It was hard to 
believe that this was where 
the Crazy Eddie legend 
had begun 20 years ago. 
On that sunny afternoon last 


November on Brooklyn's 
Coney Island Avenue, it hardly 
looked like the flagship store 
of the most successful 
electronics retailer in history. 
Then the boys began 
unpacking two fresh truck- 
loads of components. 
sure, they were marked 
“Reeps,” Crazy Eddie slang 
for repaired, formerly 
dysfunctional merchandise. 
But compared to the other 
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junk littering the floor of the 
large store, the sealed 
boxes of audio and video 
equipment looked mighty 
enticing to the hundred 

or so bargain hunters who 
began poking around them. 

Store manager Darren, 

a 400-pound gargantuan in 
a T-shirt, grabbed a mega- 
phone. Near the door with 
him stood half a dozen 
co-employees who looked 


ready to take on any Bensonhurst street 
gang in a baseball-bat fight. There 
would be no testing of merchandise on 
their watch. “I'm gonna tell all you peo- 
ple right now," Darren yelled, “if you're 
opening boxes, you've either bought it, 
or youre gonna walk outta here with a 
broken arm or a broken leg or both!” 

Crazy Eddie's customers had come 
to expect a slightly zanier approach 
than the bland hospitality that they usu- 
ally encountered in K marts and shop- 
ping malls. But it was still a little rough— 
given the terms of Crazy Eddie's final 
liquidation sale. Unlike the “His prices 
are insane” or “Christmas in July" spe- 
cials of Eddie’s heyday, this one was 
for keeps. No refunds, no returns, no 
warranties, no nothin’. Pay your money 
and get the fuck out. Fistfights had 
erupted at many stores when people 
tried to return inoperable merchandise. 
But customers quickly learned that at 
Crazy Eddie, "no" really meant no. 

lt was somehow fitting that the once 
high-flying chain of 43 Crazy Eddie 
stores should go out of business rip- 
ping off its own customers. Its founder, 
Eddie Antar, had pioneered discount 
electronics, building the nation’s larg- 
est electronics retailer ($350 million in 
annual sales) on a reputation of "beat- 
ing any price” on the market and with 


the most aggressive sales force in his- 
tory. Before it all fell apart, Eddie him- 
self was long gone, having cashed out 
his stock in the company for more than 
$72 million. Lawsuits and Securities and 
Exchange Commission charges indi- 
cate that he cooked the books for years, 
inflating stock prices until he could sell 
off his holdings, then let the company 
die. Stockholder losses have been es- 
timated to exceed $200 million, and 
Eddie, the man who had wowed Wall 
Street and northeastern consumers for 
two decades, had disappeared. 


Eddie Antar hails from an insular com- 
munity of Syrian Jews who originally 
settled in the Ocean Parkway section 
of Brooklyn during the early part of the 
century. Their ranks include some of the 
most successful business families in 
New York; the owners of Duane Reade 
drug stores, Century 21 department 
stores, and Jordache jeans are all Syr- 
ians, as is the family behind Crazy Ed- 
die’s former rival, the Wiz. Known as 
fierce negotiators and brilliant sales- 
men, the Syrians call themselves “S- 
Ys" and regard American Jews and 
most other people as pure minor- 
leaguers when it comes to business. 
Like many Syrian-Jewish kids, Eddie 
was more interested in making bucks 


after school than studying. He also 
loved lifting weights, building his five- 
foot-eight-inch frame to impressive 
proportions at local gyms. A younger 


neighbor from Brooklyn remembers 


Eddie as one of the older high school 
kids whom Jewish boys would call on 
when roving bands of Italian toughs 
from the other side of Avenue U came 
around looking for trouble. “The Italians 
are coming,” the kids would yell. “Go 
get Eddie Antar.” Antar and a handful 
of his cronies would swoop down in 
muscle T-shirts, kick some ass, and 
save the day. 

Nicknamed “Kelso” for a prize race- 
horse he admired, Eddie was a fast 
mover. He dropped out of high schoo! 
alt 16 and began working full-time as a 
Salesman at an electronics shop in the 
Port Authority Bus Terminal. He later 
claimed that he was so adept at hawk- 
ing TVs that he was making nearly $700 
a week as a teenager. Bul Eddie wasn't 
the sort who liked working for anyone 
else. In 1969, shortly after marrying his 
sweetheart, a blond schoolteacher 
named Debbie Rosen, he teamed up 
with his father Sam and a cousin to 
open his own store. 

Dubbed Sights & Sounds ERS and 
located on Brooklyn's Kings Highway, 
it was a far cry from what Crazy Eddie 
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would eventually become. The store 
flopped. Eddie's father, a successful 
businessman who had once operated 
an electronics store on Canal Street, 
paid off Eddie's creditors, fronted him 
$5,000 for a second try, and lined up 
a stream of product from quality sup- 
pliers. Eddie took a deep breath and 
opened Crazy Eddie Ultra Linear Sound 
Corporation in the early seventies, also 
on Kings Highway. Determined to make 
it work, Eddie would block the door and 
refuse to let customers leave until they 
bought something. He found that by 
lowering his prices until they couldn't 
Say no, he could sell almost anyone 
anything. And acting like a wild and 
crazy guy willing to undercut all com- 
petitors with his “insane” prices won him 
notoriety. Brooklynites who liked shop- 
ping around began stopping in. The 
age of discount electronics was born. 

“Eddie was gold in the old days,” 
Says a former employee of many years. 
"It was the place. You wanted a stereo, 
you came to Eddie. It was jammed.” 

But Eddie realized that word of mouth 
would only take him so far. He started 
to advertise. After hearing a popular 
disc jockey named Doctor Jerry read 
his store’s radio ad, he contacted the 
announcer, Jerry Carroll. The way Car- 
roll said it, Eddie's prices weren't just 
“insane,” they were obnoxiously "“in- 
saaane.” Antar liked the pitch, and he 
liked the pitchman. He hired Carroll to 
Go all his company’s television and ra- 
dio ads, launching one of the most rec- 
ognizable regional ad campaigns of all 
time. Over the next 17 years, Carroll 
says he taped roughly 4,000 radio and 
2,000 television spots for Crazy Ed- 
die—and became better known than 
the city's celebrity mayor, Ed Koch. 
(Today Carroll runs a small ad agency 
and pitches product for Sixth Avenue 
Electronics City, a fast-rising New York 
discounter. ) 

Although customers regularly com- 
plained that they hated Crazy Eddie 
ads, they got shoppers into the stores. 
And once they were there, they were 
mincemeat for Eddie and his cutthroat 
sales force. Other stores had sales. 
Crazy Eddie and his boys so/d. With 
Eddie Antar as their mentor, the boys 
broke every record ever set for dollar 
volume per electronics salesman. 

All prices were negotiable. It was 
“Let's Make a Deal" 365 days a year. 
(Eddie was one of the first retailers to 
stay open on Sundays, raking in thou- 
sands of dollars in extra sales.) Eddie 
insisted that his “nab at the door" rou- 
tine become standard operating pro- 
cedure for his entire sales force. They 
were like trained barracuda. They even 
had their own language, adopting Syr- 
ian phrases for the retail trade. “Scloff 
this husho" meant follow a suspicious- 
looking customer. “Gazz ‘em’ meant 
turn on the bullshit. Products were la- 
beled and referred to cryptically by their 
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“lot numbers,” which actually dis- 
guised the store’s rea/ lowest price. 
Salesmen were free to charge a cus- 
tomer anything they could above that 
price. A VCR would be tagged with a 
list price of $599, a negotiable Crazy 
Eddie price of $549, and an encoded 
lot number price of $400. The sales- 
man could charge anywhere between 
$400 and $549. The higher the sales 
price, the better the salesman. 

“We were very, very good at bringing 
people into the stores and selling them 
whatever we wanted," boasted the 
manager of one of the largest Crazy 
Eddie stores shortly before it closed 
down. “We would have 30 different TVs 
on the floor but only five models in 
stock,” he continued, "but | guarantee 
you that's what we sold all day.” 

The secret of Crazy Eddie's success 
was that Antar created the widespread 
perception that his were the lowest 
prices in town—without having to ad- 
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When Debbie said she was 
going to her lawyer 
for a divorce, Eddie not only 
threatened to kill her, 
but for good measure added, 
You like your 
mother? I'll kill your mother!” 
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vertise what those prices were. With his 
promise to “beat any price,” customers 
flooded the stores, where Eddie's sam- 
urai sales force did the rest. Sure, if 
people brought the ads with them, 
Crazy Eddie would give them the low- 
est price—for the same product and 
mode! number. But the stores usually 
had plenty of excuses for not meeting 
the prices, Large electronics manufac- 
turers even provided them with exclu- 
sive model numbers, so nobody could 
undercut their prices. (For more about 
how unscrupulous electronics dis- 
counters operate to this day, see box 
on page 32, “Tricks of the Trade.”) 

For savvy shoppers, Crazy Eddie 
delivered on its promise. But nine times 
out of ten, customers wouldn't remem- 
ber to bring the ad with them. Or they 
just assumed—incorrectly—that the 
initial prices marked on the tags were 
the lowest available. It was this highly 
lucrative assumption that allowed Crazy 
Eddie to sell components for the same 
price as any non-discount retailer— 
some 20 to 35 percent more than the 
product's real lowest price. As one for- 
mer salesman explains, “Most people 


came for the Crazy Eddie name and 
were pretty ignorant [as to) what they 
should be paying. They thought, ‘How 
much difference can it be?’ ” 

When Crazy Eddie did advertise ex- 
act low prices during their “Blowout 
Blitzes,” they would take out huge ads 
promising $50 VCRs—while warning in 
tiny letters that quantities were limited 
to one per store. Rodney Jackson, a 
former Crazy Eddie record salesman, 
recalls that although some people 
camped out the night before, “You'd 
have people come in at three in the 
afternoon still looking for that one piece. 
People don't read the fine print.” They 
did stay and shop, however, and once 
inside a Crazy Eddie store, they rarely 
walked out empty-handed. 

From the very beginning, there was 
something else different about Eddie 
Antar's approach to business. He was 
not only the city’s slickest hypester, 
which is saying a lot in a place that bills 
itself as the “World's Greatest City.” He 
was also one of the most intensely su- 
perstitious people to ever operate a 
large company. Good luck had brought 
him to his place in life, and Eddie Antar 
wanted to make sure that nobody who 
worked for him did anything to jeop- 
ardize that luck. Eddie's superstitions 
involved more than the well-publicized 
lucky sweater that he wore every day 
for more than two years until it disin- 
tegrated; they had to be practiced by 
hundreds of people who worked for 
him, Red ink was out of the question: 
Nobody could write in red, and red 
signs or displays were also taboo. Blue 
was the lucky color. Eddie bought Jerry 
Carroll a fine blue suit at Barneys, which 
Carroll wore during the 2,000 different 
TV shoots he did for the store. When 
the jacket wore thin, Antar bought him 
a new blue suit, but not before insisting 
that Carroll have one of the buttons from 
the old suit sewn onto the new one. 

Employees were mindful of Eddie's 
pet superstitions. Lucky charms, such 
as a large ceramic elephant in the East 
57th Street store, were placed in each 
outlet. Instead of sweeping from the 
back of the store outward, employees 
had to sweep from the door in—keep- 
ing in the good fortune. Money, papers, 
or merchandise were not to be handed 
directly to Eddie. They had to be set 
down on a table, then he'd pick them 
up. Five-dollar bills were unlucky; in 
stores that might collect $20,000 a day 
in cash, cashiers were instructed to give 
as many $5 bills in change as they 
could. Cashiers also had to maneuver 
around the small rocks that were kept, 
at Eddie's insistence, in every one of 
his chain's hundreds of registers. New 
Stores had to make their first sales on 
Tuesday or Thursday—lucky days. 

While all this might have seemed odd 
to the average employee, Crazy Ec- 
die's people had become accustomed 
to indulging their boss's eccentricities. 
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“Everyone understood—we didn't joke 
about it,” recalls a former employee. 
“He was young, he had his own ways, 
but he was doing good—so why 
change things?” 

Employees didn't just accept Eddie 
Antar. They adored him. His unkempt 
beard, his gym at the office where he 
pumped iron during meetings, his habit 
of hanging out with guys who looked 
like mob types, his reluctance to wear 
anything but sweats or jogging suits to 
the office or black-tie affairs—all these 
fueled the Eddie Antar legend. Even his 
habit of suddenly shifting between 
friendly comments to one employee and 
angry curses to another was over- 
looked. "People respected, liked, loved, 
and feared Eddie," recalls a former ex- 
ecutive. "He was a great salesman and 
a terrific motivator of people.” Jerry 
Carroll remembers Eddie as a “char- 
ismatic, Godfather-like figure. He got 
loyalty by giving loyalty.” 

lf someone didn't want to go out of 
their way at work, a manager would ut- 
ter the magic words, “Hey, it's for Ed- 
die,” and all objections would cease. 
Employees strived to emulate him, 
doing their best to act zany, flip, mem- 
orably wild. During Brazilian Carnival 
week, one manager played loud samba 
music in the store all day and stood in 
the window juggling toilet paper. 
Clowns, searchlights, radio celebrities, 
and balloons were standard fare for new 
store openings, as were giveaways of 
hats, T-shirts, and key chains. Grand 
openings of new stores were Eddie's 
happiest times; he took special satis- 
faction in seeing people line up for the 
well-publicized events. When one store 
opened on Long Island, Eddie and his 
pals took a break from the festivities on 
a nearby rooftop. A hired attraction in 
an ape suit flailed about to get atten- 
tion, but what really stopped traffic on 
the nearby highway was Eddie himself: 
He pulled down his pants and mooned 
passing Cars. 

Eddie was alternately cheap and 
generous with his employees. He 
bought them lunch on Saturday after- 
noons and gave them ail tickets for the 
Ali-Foreman fight during the mid-sev- 
enties, but he didn't give bonuses to 
anyone except top executives. George 
Snipes, a former security guard at a 
few stores, recalls the time that Eddie 
didn't have his limousine at the Brook- 
lyn store and needed to get to 57th 
Street. “Call a car service and find out 
how much they charge,” he told one of 
his salesmen. It was $15. “Those thievin’ 
bastards,” Eddie yelled. “You got your 
car? You're gonna drive me.” Although 
he was a multimillionaire at the time, 
Snipes recalls that Eddie “was tighter 
than a crab's ass.” 

Eddie took loyalty very seriously. 
Really crazy actions of others could be 
excused—if the perpetrator was one of 
the boys. “Chuck” was one such pal. 
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Not tall but built like a bull, Chuck was 
a Brooklyn tough guy with a violent 
temper. One February evening in 1977, 
Eddie got into a serious fight on the 
West Side of Manhattan. All that is clear 
about the incident is that Eddie was not 
robbed. Some say it was a case of Ed- 
die mouthing off at a disco and his as- 
sailant following him outside. The guy 
pulled a knife and stabbed Eddie in the 
stomach so badly that he nearly died 
and needed six operations. According 
to an inside source, Chuck intervened 
to help Eddie and was knifed in the 
shoulder. From that point on, he was 
Eddie's man. 

Eddie's loyalty went far. Nobody 
quarreled with Chuck—after all, he was 
a man whose love of guns was unselt- 
tling. His idea of horsing around was 
pointing loaded handguns at other em- 
ployees heads. When an associate in 
his office said that he had never heard 
the sound of a nine-millimeter pistol, 
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Eddie's sales force 
were like trained barracuda. 
Products were referred 
to cryptically by their “lot 
numbers,’ which 
actually disguised the store's 
real |owest price. 
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Chuck demonstrated by firing a clip into 
an assistant’s briefcase. This was at a 
busy Manhattan Crazy Eddie store 
Guring lunch hour. Chuck was the man- 
ager. 

After his mysterious stabbing, Eddie 
became more conscious of his secu- 
rity. A limo and driver ferried him 
around, and he staunchly refused all 
requests to be photographed or inter- 
viewed—even the company’s annual 
report ran without his picture. He buf- 
fered himself from the outside world by 
surrounding himself with close rela- 
tives. By the time Antar made his first 
public stock offering in 1984, Crazy 
Eddie was the quintessential family 
company. Eddie, at age 36, was the 
chairman of the board, president, and 
chief executive officer. His father Sam 
and brother Mitchell were executive 
vice-presidents. (Mitchell soon took 
over the position of president.) His 
brother Alan was the director of cor- 
porate sales. First cousin Solomon was 
general counsel. Brother-in-law Ben 
Kuszer fran a separate company that 
sold records in the stores’ attached 
record departments. Even Eddie's wife 


and mother were cut into the business, 
each drawing a $76,200-a-year salary 
without a specified job. Virtually every 
member of the board of directors was 
also a member of the Antar clan. 

In a close-knit family, such a cozy 
arrangement can engender trust and 
ensure future success, But Eddie was 
a volatile, temperamental man, and 
some of his relatives didn't enjoy his 
often belligerent domination. At the end 
of 1983, after Eddie insisted on esca- 
lating an extramarital affair he was hav- 
ing, they stopped being good soldiers 
and broke ranks with their king, 

When it comes to family, the Syrians 
are a fairly conservative, religious lot. It 
took a heap of domestic conflict to tear 
the Antar clan apart, but Eddie was 
never one to do things in a small way. 
According to a sworn deposition filed 
by Debbie Antar in divorce proceed- 
Ings against her husband, part of Ed- 
die's belligerence stermmed from the 
fact that she bore him five successive 
daughters and no sons. When a pair of 
twins were born in 1973, Eddie wept at 
the news that they were girls. After a 
third daughter, he would not talk to his 
wife for days. He refused to give Deb- 
bie and their fourth girl a ride home 
from the hospital. When the fifth girl was 
born, Debbie said that Eddie “told peo- 
ple that God had punished me that way, 
and he advised me she was ugly and 
probably not his.” 

A good sport Eddie Antar was not. 
"The more Eddie became a legend,” 
Debbie noted, “the more | and our 
daughters became excess baggage.” 
Antar began carrying on extramarital 
affairs. According to a family friend, 
Debbie was the unchanging steady he 
married out of high school, “the past 
that he wanted to put behind him.” Ed- 
die wanted someone new, and he re- 
portedly found it in a dark-blond woman 
named Debbie. (Employees, many of 
whom knew of the affair, dubbed her 
“Debbie |!.") 

Debbie || had worked in one of Ed- 
die’s stores. He found her an apart- 
ment in a doorman building on the Up- 
per East Side of Manhattan and bought 
her fine gifts. He made little effort to 
keep his affair a secret. In her depo- 
sition, Debbie explained that when she 
confronted Eddie with apparent evi- 
dence of his infidelity, he began a cam- 
paign to convince her that she was 
crazy, that she was hearing and seeing 
things. Before long this behavior, cou- 
pled with periodic rampages of physi- 
cal and verbal abuse, made Debbie 
begin to doubt her sanity. 

On New Year's Eve 1983, Eddie an- 
nounced that he was going for a drink 
at the trendy River Café. Debbie mus- 
tered up the nerve to ask if she could 
join him. “No, you can't go,” he said. "| 
don't take you anywhere.” 

With that he boarded his limo and 
had his chauffeur drive him to his mis- 
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According to a White 
House insider, the following 
dialogue took place be- 
tween drug czar William 
Bennett and Office of Man- 
agement and Budget Di- 


rector Richard Darman dur- 


| ing a cabinet-meeting 

| dispute on how much to 

spend on anti-drug efforts: 
Bennett: Fuck you, Dick. 
Darman: Fuck you, Bill. 


THEIR 
OLIVIER? 


Actress Ellen Barkin, dis- 
puting that British actors 
are better than American 
actors: "Where is their Mar- 
lon Brando? | mean, we'll 
Start at the top and go 
down. Where's their Robert 
De Niro? Where's their Al 
Pacino? Where's 
= their anyone? 
Where's their 
Meryl Streep? Where's 
their Debra Winger? Like, 
where are their.great movie 
actors? We have millions of 
them in this country, ones 
that arent even movie stars.” 


SHUT THE 
FUCK UP! 


Former Olympic gymnastic 
champion Nadia Comaneci 
took credit for setting off 
the revolution in Romania, 
saying that her detection 
was a bomb for the gov- 
ernment. .. . Because what 


will people think? Thal even | 


Nadia leaves Romania. 
They thought | had the 
good life, but | didn't.” 


it calls Zoo Doo, elephant 


MOVIE! 
Donald Trump said he did 


not think adultery was a 
sin, and that he hated the 


| very concept of divorce. 


Fk. 


+ 
‘La 
me oe" a - 
ee “ * 


WORST NEW PRODUCT 


An Oregon zoo offers what 


manure for home garden- 
ers. Price: $3.95 a can. 


A PLACE IN 
THE SUN 


A California supermarket 
stock clerk invented the 
new game of turkey bowl- 
ing—a novel activity that 
apparently consists of slid- 
Ing a frozen turkey across 
the tloor to knock over two- 
liter soda bottles. But pub- 
licity over his modest con- 
tribution to the world of 
sports has Drought him 
nothing but trouble. First he 
was fired from his job, then 
a producer of turkeys sent 
him a letter asking him to 
stop recommending a par- 
ticular brand of Butterball 
turkey as the bird of choice 
for the sport. 
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= “OUR BUSY 
/ | §PORTS- 


ANNALS OF INTERIOR iT WORK 


DECORATING 


LA team of decorators, hired 
| to Spruce up the Manhattan | 
duplex of film director Rob- 
ert Altman and his wife, de- 
cided that the hyper-mod- 
ern place needed some 


John Madden, the CBS 
sports commentator, now 


endorses 684 commercial “sqiRiiia 
products. pe hee 


a Nubian woman, an Amer- = ) 

ican farm worker, and a A LITTLE DOG DAY 
human quality to relieve the | poor Depression-era child a 3 
look of high-tech coldness. | that the two had hanging in RAY OF AFTER- 
So they redid the ceiling in | their apartment. SUNSHINE NOON 
SIC TRANSIT FROM... 


Rejecting pleas by Sylves- | The statue had been placed | --- film director Oliver 

ter Stallone, officials of the | atop the museum's steps as | Stone, who described con- 

Philadelphia Museum of Art | a movie prop, but museum | temporary American soci- 

ordered the removal of a officials said that it looked ety as follows: "The van- 

| bronze statue of Rocky Bal- | out of place and denied | dals are at the gate... . We 

| boa, the character played | Stallone’s request that itbe | nave a fascist security 

by Stallone in the | left there per- | State running this coun- 
"Rocky" films manently. > ry... . Orwell did happen. 

But it's so subtle that no 

one noticed it. If | were 

George Bush I'd shoot my- 

self. Existentially there's no 

hope. His soul is dead.” 


AN 
AUTO- 
GRAPHED 
PICTURE 
OF GEORGE 
> WALLACE 


silver leaf to complement 
(he huge silk-screened 
glass panels showing pho- 
tographs of a Biafran child, 


An Oklahoma man was 
convicted on charges of 
robbing a restaurant after a 
waitress identified him be- 
cause of what she said was 
| his beautiful ass 


EXPERT 
OPINION 


Dining out ata Manhattan | 
restaurant, former president | 
Richard Nixon asked the | 
chef if he had bet on the | 
Tyson-Douglas heavyweight 
fight. When the chef replied 
he wasn't a betting man, 
Nixon said, “They're all 

fixed, anyway.” 


. Joseph Smitherman, 
mayor of Selma, Alabama, 
who described the city’s 
first black superintendent of 
schools as “an overpaid 
nigger from New Orleans.” 


LIFE AT 
THE TOP 


A Malaysian prince and his 
entourage of 55 dined at a 
prominent Manhattan res- 
taurant, running up a bill of 
$11,000 for the meal. When 
it came time to decide the 
tip, the prince offered the 
waiter one of his wives. 


YOUR 15 
MINUTES 
ARE UP 


Donna Rice, the model 
briefly catapulted into fame 
when her involvement with 
Democratic presidential 
candidate Gary Hart was 
revealed, is now living in 
Washington, D.C., with rela- 
tives and doing volunteer 
work with the disabled and 
the terminally ill. 


ARE UP 


| Morton Downey, Jr., the 


‘MS. RICE, 


DOWNEY, 
YOUR 15 
MINUTES 


flamboyant talk-show host 
whose concept of “shock 
television’ soared briefly 
Dut then died, filed for 
bankruptcy, listing $2.4 mil- 
lion in liabilities and $420 in 
available cash 


THANK 
YOU VERY 
MUCH 


A New York playwright, vio- 
lently choking on a piece of 
food stuck in his throat dur- 


| Ing a meal at a restaurant, 


was seized by a friend, 
who performed the Heim- 
lich maneuver on him. The 
technique involves grab- 
bing the choking person in 
a reverse bear hug, then 
squeezing to dislodge the 
throat obstruction. Although 
the playwright began 
breathing, a week later he 
discovered that he had 
three fractured ribs. 


LIFE 


According to a new book 
on modern etiquette by the 
so-called Mayflower 
Madam, Sydney Biddle 
Barrows, the host of a din- 
ner party should inform 
guests if anyone among 
them is an AIDS carrier “as 
a courtesy to all. 


’ 
-UH-HUH 


| Clint Eastwood, in a wom- 
| en’s-magazine interview: “| 


The Texas bar association, 
concerned that lawyers in 
the state seem to have a 
low reputation among the 
public, asked a folksy fed- 
eral judge to record public- 
service messages about 


| the profession—a decision 


the association may have 


| come to regret. The judge, 


Jerry Buchmeyer, pep- 


was born a feminist.’ 


SPOIL- 


SPORTS 


After due deliberation, the 
organizers of the famed an- 
nual jumping-frog contest 
in California ruled that a 
Seattle man would not be 
permitted to enter a so- 
called “Goliath” frog in the 
contest. The Goliaths, an 
African breed, can weigh 
up to eight pounds and 
easily outjump any smaller 
American breed. 


SEEMED LIKE A GOOD 
IDEA AT THE TIME 


pered his radio spots with 
jokes and criticisms of law- 
| yers, including a proposal 
to use lawyers instead of 
white mice in laboratory ex- 
periments, and the ques- 
tion “Why does New Jersey 
have more toxic-waste 
dumps, while California has 
| more lawyers?” (Answer: 

| New Jersey chose first.) 


| FAMILY 


TRADITION 


John F. Kennedy, Jr., who 
works as an assistant dis- 
trict attorney in Manhattan 
despite having twice failed 
his bar exam, presided at 
ceremonies marking the 
closing of a lunatic asylum, 
an act Kennedy compared 
| to the dismantling of the 

| Berlin Wall. 


MOMENTS 
IN JOUR- 
NALISM 


An annual tongue-in-cheek 
contest for the best head- 
lines in supermarket tab- 
loids produced four final- 
ists: "Grossed Out Surgeon 
Vornits Inside Patient" 
(Sun), “Politician Gives 
Birth—To His Twin Brother” 
(ational Enquirer), “Man 
Explodes on Operating Ta- 
ble" (Globe), and “Bride's 
Kiss Makes 80 Guests 

1 Sick” (Weekly World News). 


‘GREAT 
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CRAZY EDDIE 


tress's apartment building on East 80th 
street. Debbie decided to make a 
stand. Rounding up Eddie's sister Ellen 
and his sister-in-law Robin for support, 
she went to confront her husband. The 
two accompanied Debbie as she hys- 
terically tooled her car over the bridge 
that separated her bedroom borough 
from the fast world of Manhattan. 

Debbie surprised her husband just 
as Debbie |! entered his limo. At first 
Eddie refused to get out of the car. Fi- 
nally fed up, Debbie climbed atop the 
limousine and pounded on the roof with 
her fists until he emerged. Eddie was 
furious; he blamed his relatives for but- 
ting into his business, and reportedly 
smacked his kid sister Ellen. 

Civil war broke out. Debbie returned 
to Brooklyn; Eddie stayed with her re- 
placement. According to her deposi- 
tion, when Debbie said she was going 
to a lawyer for a divorce, Eddie beat 
her up—and not only threatened to kill 
her, but for good measure added, “You 
like your mother? I'll kill your mother!" 

A few days after the New Year's Eve 
confrontation, Eddie called his brother 
Mitchell and brother-in-law Ben into his 
office at his Brooklyn headquarters. As 
was often the case, his ever-vigilant 
German shepherd Sugar (Antar loved 
animals) sat by his side. Eddie had 
been known to intimidate vendors and 
creditors with the dog. This time he 
didn't need her. Red-faced and fu- 
rious, he cursed them out at the top of 
his lungs, accusing them of having their 
wives deliberately ruin his marriage. 
According to an affidavit later filed by 
Ben Kuszer, Eddie “was visibly dis- 
traught, ranting and raving.” He warned 
them, “I'm gonna get even with you.” 

Although Debbie Antar did not come 
from a Syrian family, her husband's rel- 
atives viewed her as a dutiful, faithful 
wife and mother, Eddie’s mother and 
father sided with her in the dispute, so 
Eddie also paid them an unfriendly visit. 
He confronted his father angrily, ac- 
cusing him of orchestrating his marital 
troubles. From that point on, the father 
and son were scarcely on speaking 
terms. According to Sam Antar’s attor- 
ney, Marvin Gersten, relations between 
them went from bad to worse. Sam had 
a heart attack soon after, which Ger- 
sten attributes to Eddie's hostility. “Ed- 
die has this total obsession with his fa- 
ther,” says Gersten. “He saw his father 
on a Brooklyn street recently and said, 
‘Fuck you, cocksucker!’ Eddie threw 
him out of the company and said, ‘Get 
the fuck out of here, old man." 

Another source who was with the 
company at the time of the family 
blowup remembers it differently. “Ed- 
die was a maniac, anyway,’ the source 
recalls, “but | don't know that | would 
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run and tell my sister-in-law that my 
brother was fooling around. Ben and 
Alan and Mitchell got their wives worked 
up to some extent; his reaction was 
drastic, but they kind of threw the first 
stone.” 

Eddie's relatives weren't fired right 
away. For a while Eddie tried to rec- 
oncile his problems with his wife. When 
that failed, he worked out a separation 
agreement. Like everything else, Eddie 
wanted the divorce to be on /is terms. 
Although she never authorized it in 
writing, Debbie was represented by 
Eddie's loyal cousin Solomon Antar, the 
general counsel for Crazy Eddie, Un- 
der the stipulations of the settlement, 
Debbie received no share of Eddie's 
financial empire—just $35,000 an- 
nually in alimony plus $2,000 a week 
for child support. According to Deb- 
bie's deposition, Eddie forced her to 
sign the settlement after appearing at 
her home and threatening her through- 


3 


Fistfights erupted 
at many stores when people 
tried to return 
inoperable merchandise. But 
customers quickly 
learned that at Crazy Eddie, 
“no” really meant no. 


2 


out the night, giving her a black eye, 
tearing up her furniture, and lying to 
her about the importance of the settle- 
ment document. 

That was in 1985. A year later Eddie 
married Debbie ||. Debbie |, mean- 
while, gathered up the courage to walk 
into the offices of Raoul Lione! Felder, 
the nation’s most famous divorce law- 
yer. Felder and his wife Myrna took the 
case. 

Now Eddie was really pissed. It was 
one thing to break up the marriage. It 
would be quite another to dish out as 
much as half of his tens of millions of 
dollars in assets to his ex-wife. He be- 
gan pressuring his relatives to dis- 
suade her from suing to reopen the set- 
tlement. It didn't work. 

In April 1987, while attending a bar 
mitzvah party at the Waldorf-Astoria 
Hotel, Antar was served with legal pa- 
pers reopening the divorce. He was 
enraged. The next day, he fired his fa- 
ther and brother Alan, and demanded 
his brother Mitchell's resignation as 
company president soon after. 

After a long hearing in the New York 
state Supreme Court, Judge Barry Hu- 


rowitz recently ruled to set aside the 
settlement agreement between Deb- 
bie and Eddie. Noting that the “mani- 
festly unfair” agreement was a “shock 
to the conscience,” the judge said “the 
agreement is designed to take care of 
the children and to make the wife des- 
titute as the years go by.” The judge 
also found that Solomon Antar had no- 
tarized an attorney-authorization doc- 
ument bearing what was supposed to 
have been Debbie Antar's signature— 
although she had, in fact, never signed 
it. In addition, that same document 
contained a Brooklyn 718 area code— 
a full six months before that area code 
took effect. Judge Hurowitz called the 
episode a “diabolical subterfuge" and 
ordered a new agreement. The new 
terms will depend on how much money 
Eddie is left with after the Securities 
and Exchange Commission, the U.S. 
attorney, and civil litigants get through 
with him, 

The divorce case blew open any 
semblance of family unity. Marvin Ger- 
sten, now the attorney for both Sam and 
Mitchell Antar, says the family feud had 
nothing to do with relatives rallying 
around Debbie: “It was Eddie attack- 
ing them.” Gersten, who is familiar with 
Debbie Antar's divorce case, takes off 
the kid gloves when talking about how 
Eddie treated his ex-wife. “He's an an- 
imal,” says Gersten. “She's one of those 
abused, beaten-down women who 
stutters and is nervous. He's just a 
prick.” 

Despite their internal war, for a num- 
ber of years the Antar family managed 
to keep their problems private. The 
overriding reality was that business was 
booming, and good business was 
everyone's business. What's more, Ed- 
die was angling to take his company 
public. By selling stocks in the market- 
place, Eddie would be able to expand 
far more quickly than he had been able 
to with internally generated funds. Not 
incidentally, it would also mean a 
chance to convert the ownership po- 
sition, which Eddie and other relatives 
held, for huge chunks of cash. 

Eddie Antar prepared for the big time. 
He met with Oppenheimer & Company, 
a Wall Street firm eager to underwrite 
and sell new public offerings for pri- 
vate companies like Crazy Eddie. Aided 
by the proliferation of VCRs and CDs, 
Antar had built one of the nation’s most 
successful consumer-electronics firms, 
staking a powerful niche in a growing 
business. Had he continued to man- 
age his company legitimately, Eddie 
would probably be worth more than $20 
million today, with no legal problems on 
the horizon. 

But Eddie Antar had other ideas. He 
had a master plan, one that would net 
him much more money than that—much 
more quickly. Looking back on his 
scheme, observers wonder how he 
thought he would get away with it. But 

CONTINUED ON PAGE 52 
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to normal. After regaining her compo- 
sure, she put on her new negligee. 

“That's much prettier on you than it 
was on that mannequin,” | told her. 

“Why, thank you," she said, as we 
snuggled into bed and almost imme- 
diately fell asleep. 

Awakening a bit late the next morning 
completely refreshed, we got into the 
shower together. | washed her tits, her 
ass, and her pussy. She washed my ass 
and then took my scrotum in her soapy 
hand and rolled my balls around with 
her gentle fingers. My cock started get- 
ting erect as she smeared soap all over 
itand gently pumped it a little. 

“Could | ask a favor?” she asked. 

“Considering what you're doing, how 
could | refuse?” | said. 

“Well, I've never swallowed a man's 
come. And I've wanted to for a long time. 
So when we get back here this evening, 
I'd like to suck your cock, jack you off 
with my hand, and swallow it when you 
come. Would that be all right?” she con- 
tinued. “In exchange, | will let you rest 
for an hour, and then you can do any- 
thing you want with me.” 

“Anything?” | asked. 

‘Anything you've always wanted to do 
with a girl but were afraid to ask,” she 
said. “While we're out today, I'd like you 
to keep your attention on me and think 
of some things you'd like to do. Think 
you can do that?" 

“Well, sure. | mean, probably,” | stam- 
mered. 

‘Just probably? Let's see if | can think 
of something that will guarantee it,” she 
said. “Do you remember those mini- 
skirts in that little boutique yesterday? 
Let's go down and get one of those for 
me to wear today. Would that help?” 

“Wow! Those are as short as they can 
possibly be. That would be even better 
than what you wore yesterday." 

“Why is it that men always prefer a 
miniskirt to shorts?” she asked. 

“Easy,” | said. “It’s a matter of acces- 
sibility. With shorts, even if conditions 
are right and the girl's willing, you have 
to deal with buttons and zippers and 
getting them over the ankles and so 
forth. Even a bikini bottom, although it 
may be more revealing than a skirt, can 
be an awful problem. Think of the pull- 
ing and stretching and tugging to get it 
off. With a miniskirt, a man always hopes 
that by simply raising a few inches of 
material, the object of his desire will be 
revealed.” 

“Well, when | wear one today, that will 
certainly be the case. If a little breeze 
blows the back of it up, my naked bot- 
tom will be there. If it blows up in front, 
you will.see my pussy, its glistening lips 
slightly swollen and wet from the ex- 
citement of dressing like that in public. 
By the way, what color shall | get?" 
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“| don't know. They have so many and 
they're all pretty. Let's get seven colors, 
one for each day of the week.” 

“Great,” she said. “Think you can 
keep your attention on what you're sup- 
posed to do now? | want you to come 
up with something fantastic for our 
pleasure this evening.” 

“I'm sure of it," | said, as we turned 
the water off, got out of the shower, and 
eagerly started getting ready for an- 
other exciting sex-adventure day.— 
Name and adoress withheld 


FLASH IN THE PAN 

Let me tell you about a little hobby of 
mine. | work for a law firm and must 
dress my 34B-24-34 figure very con- 
servatively. After working hours, though, 
| dress (or you might say, undress) very 
provocatively. When | get home and feel 
a little horny, | put on my sexiest un- 
derwear and a trench coat. No other 
clothes. 


& 


The fact that | wasn't 
wearing panties or a bra 
added to our 
passion. My friend could 
grab my smooth ass 
and slip his fingers into my 
dripping cunt. 
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| like to drive to a nearby gas station 
where there is always a cute group of 
guys hanging out. | pull up in my sports 
car with my coat partially open, giving 
a good glimpse of leg for starters. Usu- 
ally, | wear a matching set of lace bra, 
panties, stockings, and garter belt. 
When one of those cute guys comes up 
to the car window and asks, "Can | help 
you?” | love watching his eyes pop. 

| always get plenty of attention. The 
attendant washes the windows, the 
windshield wipers, checks the oil—you 
Know, the works, As he moves around 
the car, | open more of the coat, until | 
am quite exposed. Sometimes I'll ask 
for directions so Mr. Gas Pumper can 
further check out my figure. 

One other group of men benefits from 
my little hobby—the morning and eve- 
ning news carriers. | expect them every 
Friday after work, and depending on my 
mood, they either see a sweat suit or a 
lot of skin. 

One afternoon | met one carrier at the 
door in my favorite teddy, which is made 
of very sheer purple material. When | 
wear this, | put a little rouge on my nip- 
ples to show them off. | don't think the 


poor man had ever seen a sight like me 
before, so | asked him to wait while | 
“searched” for my purse. 

| could feel his eyes all over me. | 
don't think he cared about waiting! | look 
at it this way—guys love to check me 
out at the beach, pool, or health club, 
so why not let them see as much of me 
as they would like? | have nothing I'm 
ashamed of—in fact, | love to adver- 
tise!—Name and adoress withheld 


ONE NIGHT IN BANG-COCK 

I've been a subscriber to Penthouse for 
20 years, and | always knew that some- 
day I'd write you a letter about an erotic 
experience in some exotic and out- 
landish location. Now | finally can! | am 
tired of waiting for something to happen 
to me, and because I’m a pessimist, | 
know nothing ever will. However, a good 
friend of mine had a super time re- 
cently, and he shared it with me. Now 
I'd like to share it with you. 

I'm in the Navy and frequently go 
overseas on six- to eight-month deploy- 
ments. Many of the ports we visit are 
everything—believe me, everything— 
you hear about. Well, anyway, to cut to 
the chase, while in Thailand last sum- 
mer, my buddies and | were having a 
super time shopping, sight-seeing, and 
of course, bar-hopping. One of my fel- 
low officers (I'll call him Dinty) has the 
knack of picking up women in any city, 
at any time, without any effort (| hate 
him). But that’s beside the point, 

One night while we were visiting a lit- 
tle out-of-the-way establishment, in 
walked an attractive American gal (I'll 
call her Linda). She seemed available 
but, with all the competition from the 
local talent, wasn't doing so well. She 
was wearing a skintight T-shirt that really 
accentuated her great figure, and her 
shorts barely contained the most per- 
fectly shaped ass I'd ever seen. There 
was a sensuous air about her that made 
my whole body hard. She and Dinty 
locked eyes, and after that it was all 
over. 

In no time, they were getting along 
fabulously. They started out sharing the 
same stool in the cramped and busy 
bar, Suddenly, she acted as though she 
had dropped something and was 
bending down to pick it up. She dis- 
appeared for quite a while, and being 
the curious soul that | am, | leaned over 
the table to see what was up. | found 
out it was Dinty. Linda was down there 
smoking his pole right in the bar! A hush 
fell over the whole place, and all you 
could hear was Linda slurping and 
sucking on Dinty’s love organ. Then, to 
top it off, she stuck her hand right down 
the front of her shorts and started to 
work away on her love button! | was in 
shock, but | could tell she was quite 
adept at her work by Dinty’s crossed 
eyes and quizzical smile. When she fin- 
ished, she stood up as though nothing 
had happened and continued to drink 


/ never noticed the smile before." 


“Funny 
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her beer and chat casually. The eve- 
ning seemed to drag by after that bit of 
excitement, and feeling ready to cash 
in my chips, | bid my friends adieu and 
returned to my hotel room to catch some 
Zs and forget about Linda. 

About midnight, there was a com- 
motion at the door connecting my room 
with the adjacent one (where some of 
my other buddies were asleep). All of a 
sudden, there was Dinty, stark naked, 
walking through my room and opening 
the front door. | was still kind of groggy 
and before | realized what was going 
on, in walked Linda, completely nude, 
in all her glory. | figured that they had 
just finished skinny-dipping in the hotel 
pool, Although the room was dark, the 
moonlight leaking through the curtains 
revealed her pear-shaped breasts with 
their pert and swollen nipples jutting out 
into the night. Dewy droplets glistened 
on her golden pubic mound. She was 
flushed from their latest romp. | was 
pretty flushed myself at this point. Well, 
not being a total ignoramus, | figured 
that it might be wise if | feigned sleep 
and just kept my acquisition radar 
locked on and tracking. 

They were heading for the spare dou- 
ble bed when, all of a sudden, Linda 
saw me and froze in her tracks. Dinty 
hopped onto the vacant bed and told 
her to join him. Linda said that she 
wanted no part of this action, with me 
asleep in the room. Now, I've known for 
years how fickle women can be, but for 
the life of me, I'll never figure why this 
gal, who just a few short hours before 
publicly blew my buddy's tube in a bar, 
wouldn't go for a rollin the hay because 
| was in the room. 

Dinty got out of bed and walked to 
the foot of my bed, where she stood. 
There were a lot of quiet whispers and 
slurping. | thought she was playing with 
his little guy again, but | couldn't be cer- 
tain because | was “asleep.” So, as in- 
conspicuously as possible, | adjusted 
my view and there they were, 

Linda was bent over the bed, just 
mere feet from my face. Her pendulous 
breasts were rhythmically bouncing to 
and fro while Dinty's face was buried 
between her thighs. A few minutes later 
he dove in, repeatedly thrusting his 
massive, throbbing, love weapon in and 
out of her dripping cunt. She was trying 
like a real trouper to keep her moans 
down to a whisper, but it wasn't work- 
ing. She was digging her nails into what 
she thought was my mattress, but in 
reality was my leg. The harder he 
pumped, the harder she moaned and 
the worse my leg hurt. After what 
seemed like forever, Dinty pulled his 
cock out, Linda pivoted around almost 
instantaneously and guiped down his 
willy, reviving it from a rapidly withering 
condition. She was a real champ in this 
area, and within seconds Dinty came 
again, this time with so much energy 
that ! could have sworn |] saw something 
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shoot out of her ears. 

After about five to ten minutes of ca- 
vorting and making funny faces, Dinty 
jumped into his bed, with Linda hot on 
his heels, They spent the next few hours 
trying every position known to man- 
kind. Eventually, just listening tired me 
out so much, | fell asleep. When | woke 
up, Linda was gone and Dinty was 
snoring with a big smile on his face. 
Maybe next time we get shore leave |'ll 
ask Dinty to really share—Name and 
address withheld 


VEGETABLE FRIEND 

My husband travels two or three days 
a week due to his job. When he's away, 
| have on occasion used a vibrator. Last 
night, however, | used a very large cu- 
cumber. | saw it at the supermarket and 
bought it expressly to use for sex. When 
| got it home, | washed it to remove any 
chemicals and soaked it in warm water 
for a few minutes to warm it up. Next, | 
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Linda was bent 
over the bed just mere 
feet from my 

face. Her pendulous breasts 

were rhythmically 
bouncing to and fro while 

Dinty's face was 

buried between her thighs. 
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took it to bed with my tube of K-Y jelly. 
| started to think it might be too big, but 
hey, why not give it a try? 

This cuke was eight inches around 
and just a bit over ten inches long. | 
lubed it up and started to push it into 
myself. My pussy was nol up to it—too 
tight—so | worked it in and out for a few 
minutes until | got hot, wet, and relaxed. 

Finally, | got the monster inside me, 
and wow, it was big! Inch by inch | 
pushed it in further. It looked like it was 
going to fit after all, but, man, was | 
stretched! When | had the cucumber in 
to the limits of my cunt, | still had an inch 
or two left over. Would it go in all the 
way? | gave it a try, pulling on a skin- 
tight pair of spandex biker shorts to help 
wiggle that big boy in a little at a time. 
| started to thrust facedown on the bed, 
inching it inside more and more. By now, 
| was so hot, | had to have all of it. | 
worked it in, and finally, the monster 
cuke disappeared inside me. 

| reached for my vibrator and started 
on my clit. | had never felt so full before. 
My pussy was at maximum, and it felt, 
oh, so good. When | climaxed, | did so 
like never before, rocking and rolling on 


the bed. After a few minutes of recu- 
peration, | got up to go get a beer, leav- 
ing that monster inside me. | liked that 
full-to-the-max feeling. 

| think that now I'll be able to cope 
with my husband's business trips—| 
have extra batteries for my vibrator and 
my favorite vegetables to keep me 
busy.—/Vame and address withheld 


HOMECOMING SPECIAL 

My husband is a pilot in the Navy and 
has been gone for the past five months. 
| plan on making his homecoming from 
his first cruise one he will never forget! 

Five months is a long time to be sep- 
atated from someone you love. When 
the men who have been away come 
home there is always a celebration. The 
pilots fly their planes home in formation 
and do some impressive maneuvers 
overhead. For the wives and girlfriends 
waiting for them to land, if seems like 
an eternity before they taxi down the 
runway, shut down the engines, get out, 
and take off their flight gear. Every 
woman there is waiting for her manina 
state of anticipation and sexual desire 
unmatched by anything! 

| am a small woman, five feet tall, 
about 105 pounds, 36-22-34, with dark 
brown hair and blue-green eyes. My 
husband and | have a fantastic sex life. 
| enjoy wearing sexy lingerie for him, 
and he loves how | look in my garter 
belts and stockings, That's why what | 
have planned for him is so special—! 
cant wait to see the look on his face 
when he sees me! 

Since we are going to go home and 
fuck each other's brains out, | plan to 
meet him wearing something that will 
definitely let him know just how horny | 
am. I'm going to wear my three-quarter- 
length mink coat and underneath it a 
very sexy black garter belt and black 
fishnet stockings. Red gloves and six- 
inch red (come fuck me) heels will cap 
off the outfit. If that doesn’t make a 
statement, | don’t Know what will! 

lf we make it home without me unzip- 
ping his pants, exposing his hard cock, 
and straddling him while we drive, it will 
be a miracle. 

| just can't wait to kiss him, touch him, 
and be naked with him, feeling every 
inch of my body against his. | want to 
let my hands and mouth explore him as 
if for the first time. | want to go down on 
him and feel his cock explode in my 
mouth when he comes. And—oooh—! 
can't wait to feel his lips on my breasts, 
his mouth moving lower and lower to 
taste my juices and bring me to orgasm 
with his skilled tongue. | want to fee! his 
big, hard cock deep inside me, rhyth- 
mically moving in and out, in and out 
until we both climax. | want to make love 
in every position possible, everywhere 
we Can, as long as we can. 

But most of all, | want to wake up in 
the morning in his arms knowing it is 
not a dream, because | have dreamed 

CONTINUED ON PAGE 144 


England's lovely Karen Brennan 
used to slave away in an 
insurance office in her sleepy sea- 
port hometown of Bourne- 
mouth. “Then | won a Miss Wet T- 
shirt contest,” she recalls 
with a laugh. “And then | was spot- 
ted by a modeling agency. 
Now I'm busy all the time!” Indeed, 
Karen's being photographed 
(and published), as she puts it, 
“all over the place.” 


PHOTOGRAPHS BY HARRY ORMESHER 


The 19-year-old Karen first 
leapt to stardom as 

a Page Three girl—a unique- 
ly British institution 

that places a nude young la- 
dy every day on the 

third page of their family 
newspaper. A vener- 

able old-world tradition. 
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Is she pleased to be appearing in 
Penthouse? “Oh, very. 
It's something of a personal tri- 
umph for me, actually,” 
the 38-23-34 Karen says. 


Karen's parents are delighted by 
her modeling success. 
“My boyfriend was a little jealous 
at first, though,” she says. 
“) can't imagine why!" 
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Karen prefers the — clubs every night,” 
quiet life. “I stilllive | she reports. “Model- 
in Bournemouth, so __ingis plenty of excite- 

I'mnotout atthe ment for me!” Ot—-_ 


CRAZY EDDIE 


CONTINUED FROM PAGE 40 


that's hindsight. Had it not been for his 
famous temper and bitter family strife, 
he might have pulled off the greatest 
stock-manipulation scheme in history. 


Eddie immersed himself in the task of 
selling his company to Wall Street with 
the same aggressive energy that he had 
once used to sell television sets. The 
$500,000-a-year salary that he was 
planning to pay himself was chicken 
feed compared to the millions of shares 
of stock he would soon have. Convinc- 
ing the market to value that stock at a 
premium became his singular obses- 
sion. By day he abandoned the bustle 
of the retail sales floor for the hustle of 
Wall Street, wooing stock analysts, 
psyching up brokers, and schmoozing 
with accountants. By night he schemed 
of ways to make the company's books 
reflect the strongest profile possible. 
Blinded by his mission, he seems to 
have thought little of whether his meth- 
ods of achieving this were legal or il- 
legal. Anyone at the company with 
questions along the way didn't have to 
ask. They knew the answer: “Hey, it's 
for Eddie.” And Eddie was gold, 

According to Howard Sirota, the at- 
torney representing Crazy Eddie 
stockholders in a class-action suit in 
Federal District Court in Brooklyn, Ed- 
die Antar intended to swindle investors 
well before his divorce and family 
problems began. “He planned to com- 
mit fraud from day one,” says Sirota. 
The class-action suit alleges that Eddie 
was skimming cash from the business 
as early as 1982 and 1983. During her 
divorce proceedings, Debbie Antar 
testified that her husband regularly 
brought home shopping bags stuffed 
with money. Over the years, she said, 
Eddie used the money to pay contrac- 
tors roughly $1 million to lavishly re- 
decorate their Brooklyn home. 

The purpose of skimming the 
“nehkdi"—Syrian slang for under-the- 
table cash—was twofold: He was able 
to pocket tax-free money and, accord- 
ing to the class-action suit, the unre- 
ported profits would deflate the com- 
pany s sales and earnings figures. This 
meant that when an honest report was 
done in 1984, it would show greater 
sales and earnings growth than had 
actually occurred. 

Eddie Antar, therefore, was one of the 
few people unimpressed by the com- 
pany'’s spectacular performance in 
November 1984. During the preceding 
six months—the first period in which 
the stock was sold to the public—net 
income was reported to have shot up 
84.8 percent from the comparable pe- 
riod a year earlier. The newly issued 
stock soared. 

A high-level Wall Street source who 
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looked at Crazy Eddie's statements 
when the company made its initial pub- 
lic offering in 1984 explains that Eddie 
disguised his illegal skimming by re- 
porting it as “shrinkage,” or theft. “The 
shrinkage records were obviously fal- 
sified,” says the execulive. "I! was the 
most obvious heist that I've seen in 
more than 30 years.” 

lt wasn't so obvious to the Wall Street 
brokers. For years Eddie had them eat- 
ing Out of his hand. Analyst confer- 
ences were like pep rallies; some Wall 
Street experts even took to wearing 
Crazy Eddie T-shirts over their shirts 
and ties. They touted Crazy Eddie like 
there was no tomorrow, driving the price 
of the stock up to roughly ten times its 
initial offering price, By the summer of 
1986, an eight-dollar share of Crazy 
Eddie from 1984 was worth the equiv- 
alent of $84. 

And all the while Eddie sold his own 
stock. He sold it brazenly, quickly, and 
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Eddie saw his father 
on a Brooklyn street recently 
and said, “Fuck you, 
cocksucker!” Eddie threw 
him out of the company 
and said, “Get the fuck out 
of here, old man.” 
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in large chunks. Although he realized 
more than $35 million from three public 
Offerings. Eddie continued to dump 
blocks of stock. After a glowing com- 
pany report that net income had in- 
creased 109 percent for the second 
quarter of 1985, Eddie sold an addi- 
tional $7.8 million worth of his stock. 
The following year, after a six-month re- 
port of surging profits and comparable 
store-sales growth, Eddie unloaded 
another $21 million worth of stock on 
the market. In the wake of every im- 
portant earnings report, Eddie sold, 
cashing in on a market euphoria that 
reflected continued earnings growth, 
continued health, and continued pros- 
perity for any and all investors. 

According to court papers, however, 
the basis for the glowing reports was 
little more than continued bullshit. Ed- 
die Antar was cooking the books. And 
since he was never a man to do things 
half-assed, Eddie was cooking them like 
there was no tomorrow. 

At the crux of Eddie's scheme was a 
conspiracy to inflate the company's 
profits by inflating its inventory reports. 
He knew that stock pickers wanted to 


see sustained growth, so sustained 
growth was what he gave them. Ac- 
cording to a civil lawsuit brought by the 
securities and Exchange Commis- 
sion—which ended with a default judg- 
ment against Eddie last March, after his 
final disappearance—Antar ordered 
inventories inflated every year he sold 
stock. The S.E.C. action, filed in Fed- 
eral District Court in Newark, New Jer- 
sey, described how, in 1985, year-end 
inventory counts were inflated $2 mil- 
lion, contributing to an overstatement 
of pretax income by 19 percent. In 1986 
Antar overstated inventories by $6.7 
million and understated accounts pay- 
able by $3 million, resulting in an 
overstatement of pretax income by 
more than $3 million—or 33 percent. 
By fiscal year 1987, Antar, knowing that 
he would soon be jumping ship, un- 
derstated accounts payable by $20 
million and inflated inventories by tens 
of millions more. The fraud was so ex- 
treme that although the company re- 
ported pretax profits of $20.6 million, 
the S.E.C. calculated that Crazy Eddie 
actually incurred a loss of millions of 
dollars for the year. 

To make its case, the S.E.C, pre- 
sented the testimony of three Crazy 
Eddie executives who admitted to fal- 
sifying inventory statements on Eddie 
Antar's behalf. Because Eddie was 
spending increasing amounts of time 
away from the company, he had his 
cousin Sam E. Antar, the company's 
chief financial officer, supervise the in- 
flating of figures. Eddie would pick a 
target number like $8 million, have his 
trusted minions sequester themselves 
in an office, and let the pencil-pushers 
do their magic. They added zeros at 
the end of columns, making 50 televi- 
sions 500. He also had them write false 
debit memos, lowering accounts pay- 
able by purporting to have paid bills 
that were still outstanding. When Abra- 
ham Grinberg, the director of purchas- 
ing, questioned why they were inflating 
the numbers, Sam E. told them, “The 
auditors will automatically knock off at 
least 15 percent. ... That is accepted 
accounting procedure.” 

One large unanswered question is 
how the company’s external auditors 
allowed ail this to happen, The com- 
pany’s auditor was a large firm called 
KMG Main Hurdman (which later 
merged with an even larger giant and 
is now known as KPMG Peat Marwick). 
KMG distinguished itself in the scan- 
dalous Wedtech case. When a KMG 
auditor assigned to Wedtech uncov- 
ered massive fraud, he demanded, and 
was later convicted of accepting, a $1.5 
million bribe to keep quiet about it. 

Crazy Eddie was an important cus- 
tomer to KMG Main Hurdman; during 
the course of a few years, the firm re- 
ceived nearly $5 million in accounting 
fees from the retailer. According to tes- 
timony recalled by attorney Howard 

CONTINUED ON PAGE 62 


“There's someone else, isn't there?" 
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tures dominated by reli- 
gion. St’s part of a pat- 
tern that’s virtually a law 
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A pig caused hundreds of Indians to 
kill one another in 1980. The animal 
walked through a Muslim holy ground 
at Moradabad, near New Delhi, India. 
Muslims, who think pigs are an em- 
bodiment of Satan, blamed Hindus for 
the defilernent. They went on a murder 
rampage, stabbing and clubbing Hin- 
dus, who retaliated in kind. The pig riot 
spread to a dozen cities and left more 
than 200 dead. This swinish episode 
tells a universal tale. It typifies religious 
behavior that has been recurring for 
centuries. 

Ronald Reagan often called religion 
the world’s mightiest force for good, 
“the bedrock of moral order." George 
Bush said that it gives people “the 
character they need to get through life.” 
This view ts held by millions. But the 
truism isn't true. The record of human 
experience shows that where religion 
is strong, It Causes cruelty. Intense be- 
llefs produce intense hostility. Only 
when faith loses its force can a society 
hope to become humane. The history 


of religion is a horror story. If anyone 
doubts it, just review this chronicle of 
religion's gore during the last thousand 
years Or 50. 


* The First Crusade was launched in 
1095 with the battle cry Deus Vult (God 
wills it), a mandate to destroy infidels 
in the Holy Land. Gathering crusaders 
in Germany first fell upon “the infidel 
among us,” Jews in the Rhine valley, 
thousands of whom were dragged from 
their homes or hiding places and 
hacked to death or burned alive. Then 
the religious legions plundered their 
way along the 2,000 miles to Jerusa- 
lem, where they killed virtually every in- 
habitant, “purifying” the symbolic city. 
The ecstatic cleric Raymond of Agui- 
lers wrote: “In the temple of Solomon, 
one rode in blood up to the knees and 
even to the horses’ bridles, by the just 
and marvelous judgment of God.” 

* Human sacrifice blossomed in the 
Mayan theocracy of Central America 
between the eleventh and sixteenth 


centuries. To appease a feathered-ser- 
pent god, maidens were drowned in 
sacred wells and other victims either 
had their hearts cut out, were snot with 
arrows, or were beheaded. Elsewhere, 
Sacrifice was sporadic. In Peru, pre- 
Inca tribes killed children in temples 
called “houses of the moon.” In Tibet, 
Bon shamans performed ritual killings. 
In Borneo builders of pile houses drove 
the first pile through the body of a 
maiden to pacify the earth goddess. In 
India, Dravidian people offered lives to 
village goddesses, and followers of Kalli 
sacrificed a male child every Friday 
evening. 

«in the Third Crusade, after Richard 
the Lion-Hearted captured Acre in 1191, 
he ordered 3,000 captives—many of 
them women and children—taken out- 
side the city and slaughtered. Some 
were disemboweled in a search for 
swallowed gems. Bishops intoned 
blessings. Infidel lives were of no con- 
sequence. As Saint Bernard of Clair- 
vaux declared in launching the Second 


‘THE BIBLE TOLD ME TO’ 


On November 9, 1971, John E. List 
left a letter for his pastor in New Jer- 
sey. After killing his mother, his wife, 
and his three children, List wanted 
the pastor to understand why he “felt 
that [he] had to do this.” Among other 
reasons, he cited his daughter's de- 
sire to be an actress ("| was . . . fear- 
ful as to what that might do to her 
continuing ta be Christian”) and his 
wife's refusal to go to church. "Orig- 
inally,” he wrote, “! had planned this 
for November 1—All Saints’ Day. But 
travel arrangements were delayed. | 
thought it would be an appropriate 
day for them to get to heaven. .,.” 
And then referring to the children, List 
wrote: "! know that many will only look 
at the additional years that they could 
have lived, but if finally they were no 
longer Christians, what would be 
gained?" 

In the years since List put his 
thoughts on paper, blaming foreign 
influences for personal acts has be- 
come an American and a Christian tra- 
dition. A variant on blaming life's ills on 
immigrants or Communism, this sort of 
thinking gained renewed vigor in the 
late seventies, while in scientific and 
lay circles, movies, magazines, and 
music have become popular—even 
respectabl ts for what is 
not well in America. Early in 1990, for 
instance, New York's John Cardinal 
O'Connor complained of parishioners 
being possessed by the devil be- 


96 PENTHOUSE 


BY MARCIA PALLY 


rock music. In remedy, at least two ex- 
orcisms were performed. 

Less exolically, national commis- 
sions, such as that of former attorney 
general Ed Meese, and organiza- 
tions like Women Against Pornogra- 
phy (WAP) have ascribed rape, bat- 
tery, and incest to the influence of 
men's magazines and erotic videos. 
The Parents’ Music Resource Center 
(P.M.R.C.) took up the gauntlet 
against rock 'n’ roll, calling it the 
cause of teen pregnancy, drug 
abuse, and “rebelliousness.” 

The National Coalition on Televi- 
sion Violence (N.C.T.V.) cites a long 
list of TV programs as the source of 
American bellicosity, along with films 
such as Star Trek IV: The Voyage 
Home, the animated cartoon Lady 
and the Tramp, the popular Christ- 
mas ballet The Nutcracker, and au- 
thors Stephen King, Robert Ludlum, 
Frederick Forsyth, Mario Puzo, James 
Clavell, Helen Macinnes, John le 
Carré, and Leon Uris. Even Paul 
Newman's popcorn is not exempt 
from blame (see last month's. "U.S.A. 
Confidential” in this magazine). 

The American Family Association 
(A.FA,) has built a national constitu- 
ency to protest the sorts of material 
mentioned above and then some 
(such as sex and AIDS education) for 
all these evils as well as general for- 
nication, homosexuality, disrespect 


for authority, and the decline of the 
traditional Christian family. 


According to the American Library 


Association, the books most fre- 
quently targeted as causes of un- 
happiness and harm are The Diary 
of Anne Frank, Slaughterhouse-Five, 
To Kill a Mockingbird, 1984, Of Mice 
and Men, Catcher in the Rye, The Ad- 
ventures of Huckleberry Finn, and all 
the works of Stephen King and Judy 


._Blume—especially Blume's Are You 


There, God? It's Me, Margaret for 
mentioning menstruation. Dictionar- 
ies are not excluded from the list, 
particularly those that include “four- 
letter words,” In 1988 the board game 
Dungeons and Dragons raised na- 
tional concern when parent groups 
across the country claimed that it led 
to teen suicide. 


Quite simply, the idea that injurious 
words and pictures cause violence 
or social decay is not supported by 
scientific study. Ed Donnerstein, a 
prime researcher in this area, reports 
that exposure to nonviolent sexual 
material does not trigger male 
aggression or rape. His findings are 
corroborated by such prominent sci- 
entists in the field as Neil Malamuth, 
of the University of California, Los 
Angeles; Daniel Linz, of the Univer- 
sity of California, Santa Barbara; and 
Dr. Judith Becker, director of the sex- 
ual-behavior clinic at the New York 
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“Think of the bright side—we don't have to hear 


about his wife's sense of humor anymore!" 
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Crusade: "The Christian glories in the 
death of a pagan, because thereby 
Christ himself is glorified.” 

* The Assassins were a sect of Is- 
maili Shiite Muslims whose faith re- 
Quired the stealthy murder of religious 
opponents. From the eleventh to thir- 
teenth centuries, they killed numerous 
leaders in modern-day Iran, Iraq, and 
Syria. They finally were wiped out by 
conquering Mongols—but their vile 
name survives. 

* Throughout Europe, beginning in 
the 1100s, tales spread that Jews were 
abducting Christian children, sacrific- 
ing them, and using their blood in rit- 
uals. Hundreds of massacres stemmed 
from this “blood libel.” Some of the sup- 
posed sacrifice victins—Little Saint 
Hugh of Lincoln, the holy child of La 
Guardia, Simon of Trent—were beati- 
fied or commemorated with shrines that 
became the sites of pilgrimages and 
miracles. 

*|n 1209, Pope Innocent II! launched 
an armed crusade against Albigenses 
believers in southern France. When the 
besieged city of Béziers fell, soldiers 
reportedly asked their papal adviser 
how to distinguish the faithful from the 
infidel among the captives. He com- 
mandea: “Kill them all. God will know 
his own.” Nearly 20,000 were slaugh- 
tered—many first blinded, mutilated, 
dragged behind horses, or used for 
target practice. 

* The Fourth Lateran Council in 1215 
proclaimed the doctrine of transub- 
Stantiation: that the host wafer miracu- 
lously turns into the body of Jesus dur- 
ing the mass. Soon rumors spread that 
Jews were stealing the sacred wafers 
and stabbing or driving nails through 
them to crucify Jesus again. Reports 
said that the pierced host bled, cried 
out, or emitted spirits. On this charge, 
Jews were burned at the stake in 1243 
in Belitz, Germany—the first of many 
killings that continued into the 1800s. 
To avenge the tortured host, the Ger- 
man knight Rindfliesch led a brigade 
in 1298 that exterminated 146 defense- 
less Jewish communities in six months. 

« In the 1200s the Incas built their 
empire in Peru, a society dominated by 
priests reading daily magical signs and 
Offering sacrifices to appease many 
gods. At major ceremonies up to 200 
children were burned as offerings. 
Special “chosen women"—comely vir- 
gins without blemish—were strangled. 

* Also during the 1200s, the hunt for 
Albigensian heretics led to the estab- 
lishment of the Inquisition, which spread 
over Europe. Pope Innocent !V autho- 
rized torture. Under interrogation by 
Dominican priests, screaming victims 
were stretched, burned, pierced, and 
broken on fiendish pain machines to 
make them confess to disbelief and to 
identify fellow transgressors. Inquisitor 
Robert le Bourge sent 183 people to 
be burned at the stake in a single week. 
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In Spain, where many Jews and Moors 
had converted to escape persecution, 
inquisitors sought those harboring their 
old faith. At least 2,000 Spanish back- 
sliders were burned. Executions in 
other countries included the burning of 
scientists such as mathematician-phi- 
losopher Giordano Bruno, who es- 
poused Copernicus’s theory that the 
planets orbit the sun. 

* When the Black Death swept 
through Europe in 1348-1349, rumors 
alleged that it was caused by Jews 
poisoning wells. Hysterical mobs 
slaughtered thousands of Jews in sev- 
eral countries. In Speyer, Germany, the 
burned bodies were piled into giant 
wine casks and sent floating down the 
Rhine. In northern Germany Jews were 
walled up alive in their homes to suf- 
focate or starve. The Flagellants, an 
army of penitents who whipped them- 
selves bloody, stormed the Jewish 
quarter of Frankfurt in a gruesome 


oe 


* 


The record of human 
experience shows that where 
religion is strong, 
it causes cruelty. Only when 
faith loses its 
force can a society hope to 
become humane. 
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massacre. The prince of Thuringia an- 
nounced that he had burned his Jews 
for the honor of God. 

* The Aztecs began their elaborate 
theocracy in the 1300s and brought 
human sacrifice to a golden era. About 
20,000 people were killed yearly to ap- 
pease gods—especially the sun god, 
who needed daily “nourishment” of 
blood. Hearts of sacrifice victims were 
cut out, and some bodies were eaten 
ceremoniously. Other victims were 
drowned, beheaded, burned, or 
dropped from heights. !In a rite to the 
rain god, shrieking children were killed 
at several sites so that their tears might 
induce rain. In a rite to the maize god- 
dess, a virgin danced for 24 hours, then 
was killed and skinned; her skin was 
worn by a priest in further dancing. One 
account says that at King Ahuitzotl's 
coronation, 80,000 prisoners were 
butchered to please the gods. 

* In the 1400s, the Inquisition shifted 
its focus to witchcraft. Priests tortured 
untold thousands of women into con- 
fessing that they were witches who flew 
through the sky and engaged in sex 
with the devil—then they were burned 


or hanged for their confession. Witch 
hysteria raged for three centuries in a 
dozen nations. Estimates of the num- 
ber executed vary from 100,000 to two 
million. Whole villages were extermi- 
nated. In the first half of the seven- 
teenth century, about 5,000 “witches” 
were put to death in the French prov- 
ince of Alsace, and 900 were burned 
in the Bavarian city of Bamberg. The 
witch craze was religious madness alt 
its worst. 

« The "Protestant Inquisition" is a term 
applied to the severities of John Calvin 
in Geneva and Queen Elizabeth | in En- 
gland during the 1500s. Calvin's follow- 
ers burned 58 “heretics,” including the- 
ologian Michael Servetus, who doubted 
the Trinity. Elizabeth | outlawed Ca- 
tholicism and executed about 200 
Catholics. 

* Protestant Huguenots grew into an 
aggressive minority in France in the 
1500s—until repeated Catholic repri- 
sals smashed them. On Saint Bartho- 
lomew's Day in 1572, Catherine de 
Medicis secretly authorized Catholic 
dukes to send their soldiers into Hu- 
guenot neighborhoods and slaughter 
families. This massacre touched off a 
six-week bloodbath in which Catholics 
murdered about 10,000 Huguenots. 
Other persecutions continued for two 
centuries, until the French Revolution. 
One group of Huguenots escaped to 
Florida; in 1565 a Spanish brigade dis- 
covered their colony, denounced their 
heresy, and killed them all. 

* Members of India’s Thuggee sect 
strangled people as sacrifices to ap- 
pease the bloodthirsty goddess Kali, a 
practice beginning in the 1500s. The 
number of victims has been estimated 
to be as high as two million. Thugs were 
claiming about 20,000 lives a year in 
the 1800s until British rulers stamped 
them out. At a trial in 1840, one Thug 
was accused of killing 931 people. To- 
day, some Hindu priests still sacrifice 
goats to Kali. 

* The Anabaptists, communal “re- 
baptizers," were slaughtered by both 
Catholic and Protestant authorities. In 
Munster, Germany, Anabaptists took 
control of the city, drove out the cler- 
gymen, and proclaimed a New Zion. 
The bishop of Munster began an armed 
siege. While the townspeople starved, 
the Anabaptist leader proclaimed him- 
self king and executed dissenters, 
When Munster finally fell, the chief An- 
abaptists were tortured to death with 
red-hot pincers and their bodies hung 
in iron cages from a church steeple. 

¢ Oliver Crormwell was deemed a 
moderate because he massacred only 
Catholics and Anglicans, not other 
Protestants. This Puritan general com- 
manded Bible-carrying soldiers, whom 
he roused to religious fervor. After dec- 
imating an Anglican army, Cromwell 
said, "God made them as stubble to 
our swords.” He demanded the be- 


heading of the defeated King Charles 
|, and made himself the holy dictator of 
England during the 1650s. When his 
army crushed the hated Irish Catho- 
lics, he ordered the execution of the 
surrendered defenders of the borough 
of Drogheda and their priests, calling 
it “a righteous judgment of God upon 
these barbarous wretches.” 

¢ Ukrainian Bogdan Chmielnicki was 
a cossack Cromwell. He wore the ban- 
ner of Eastern Orthodoxy in a holy war 
against Jews and Polish Catholics. 
More than 100,000 were killed in this 
seventeenth-century bloodbath, and 
the Ukraine was split away from Poland 
to become part of the Orthodox Rus- 
Sian empire. 

¢ The Thirty Years’ War produced the 
largest religious death toll of all time. It 
began in 1618 when Protestant leaders 
threw two Catholic emissaries out of a 
Prague window into a dung heap. War 
flared between Catholic and Protestant 
princedoms, drawing in supportive re- 
ligious armies from Germany, Spain, 
England, Holland, Denmark, Sweden, 
France, and Italy. Sweden's Protestant 
soldiers sang Martin Luther's “Ein ‘Feste 
Burg” in battle. Three decades of com- 
bat turned central Europe into a waste- 
land of misery. One estimate states that 
Germany's population dropped from 18 
million to four million. In the end nothing 
was settled, and too few people re- 
mained to rebuild cities, plant fields, or 
conduct education. 

¢ When Puritans settled in Massa- 
chusetts in the 1600s, they created a 
religious police state where doctrinal 
deviation could lead to flogging, pillo- 
rying, hanging, cutting off ears, or bor- 
ing through the tongue with a hot iron. 
Preaching Quaker beliefs was a capital 
offense. Four stubborn Quakers defied 
this law and were hanged. In the 1690s 
fear of witches seized the colony. 
Twenty alleged witches were killed and 
150 others imprisoned. 

* In 1723 the bishop of Gdansk, Po- 
land, demanded that all Jews be ex- 
pelled from the city. The town council 
declined, but the bishop's exhortations 
roused a mob that invaded the ghetto 
and beat the residents to death. 

* Islamic jihads (holy wars), man- 
dated by the Koran, killed millions over 
12 centuries. In early years Muslims 
spread the faith rapidly: east to India 
and west to Morocco, Then splintering 
sects branded other Muslims as infi- 
dels and declared jihads against them. 
The Kharijis battled Sunni rulers. The 
Azariqis decreed death to all “sinners” 
and their families. In 1804 a Sudanese 
holy man, Usman dan Fodio, waged a 
bloody jihad that broke the religious 
sway of the Sultan of Gobir. In the 1850s 
another Sudanese mystic. ‘Umar al-Haijj. 
led a barbaric jihad to convert pagan 
African tribes—with massacres, be- 
headings, and amass execution of 300 
hostages. In the 1880s a third Su- 


danese holy man, Muhammad Ahmad, 
commanded a jihad that destroyed a 
10.000-man Egyptian army and wiped 
out defenders of Khartoum led by Brit- 
ish general! Charles “Chinese” Gordon. 

«In 1801 Orthodox priests in Bucha- 
rest, Romania, revived the story that 
Jews sacrificed Christians and drank 
their blood. Enraged parishioners 
stormed the ghetto and cut the throats 
of 128 Jews. 

¢ When the Bahai faith began in Per- 
sia in 1844, the Islamic regime sought 
to exterminate it. The founder was im- 
prisoned and executed in 1850. Two 
years later. the religious government 
massacred 20,000 Baha'is. Streets of 
Tehran were soaked with blood. The 


new Baha’ leader, Baha’ Allah, was tor- 
tured and exiled in foreign Muslim pris- 
ons for the rest of his life. 

* Human sacrifices were still occur- 
ring in Buddhist Burma in the 1850s. 
When the capital was moved to Man- 
dalay, 56 “spotless” men were buried 
beneath the new city walls to sanctify 
and protect the city. When two of the 
burial spots were later found empty, 
royal astrologers decreed that 500 men, 
women, boys, and girls must be killed 
and buried at once, or the capital must 
be abandoned. About 100 were ac- 
tually buried before British governors 
stopped the ceremonies. 

¢ In 1857 both Muslim and Hindu ta- 
boos triggered the Sepoy Mutiny in In- 
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| stood on 69 and watched a man in 
coveralls set a scarred and paint- 
stained wooden ladder against a stick 
of aluminum that would one day be a 
window frame. The ladder leaned 
against this thin metal strut, beyond 
which was nothing—the mind-sucking 
view, the city shrouded in vapors—anad 
then he climbed up the ladder to the 
top and stood there, wobbling, with 
scudding clouds passing below him 
and the wind whipping his hair. He let 
go of the ladder with both hands and 
began to bang furiously on a nail. 

Strange things happen from this per- 
spective. Each time he scuffed his toe 
over the edge in a puff of concrete dust, 
his Red Wing work shoe appeared to 
cover up a city park, crushing trees and 
obliterating play equipment. His fist, 
with which he held on to a steel brace, 
seemed to demolish an office building. 
His head annihilated a section of free- 
way, and cars appeared to stream in 
one ear and out the other. 

When the first Anglo-Saxon peoples 
came to southwest England 1,400 years 
ago, they found the ruins of massive 
stone buildings, which the Romans had 
left behind, and called that construc- 
tion “the work of the giants.” So it was 
on our modern towers. Even as | saw 
the man’s toe block out an entire rail 
yard in the city below, | understood what 
we were doing up there—we were re- 
capturing the work of the giants. 

Beside him now: a crew on a scaf- 
folding, an equally precarious spot; an 
arc welder working, a cascade of 
sparks, hallucinations of a woman's hair. 
The phantasmagoric cataract flowed 
down the side of the building, swirled 
in eddies, and was carried off by the 
wind. 

The wind had come up in earnest. It 
was an effort for me just to stay in one 
spot. | had heard from the men that 
sometimes the wind got up to 70 miles 
per hour, ripping nailed-down plywood 
sheets away from wooden studs bur- 
ied in concrete and tearing guardrails 
free from their moorings. | sat down on 
a concrete block, trying to ignore the 
sensation that | was being sucked out 
into the air, and then noticed something 
that had escaped my divided attention 
until that point—! was the only one up 
there without a safety harness. 


One morning a group of us stood wait- 
ing in the dank chamber below ground, 
where curds of concrete had been 
troweled to look like the icing on a cold 
and melancholy cake. We were waiting 
to go on top, and | passed the time 
watching a woman named Barb, who 
was engaged in conversation with a 
young carpenter. She sat on a wire 
spool and he was on a cinder block. 
They were just bullshitting, waiting for 
the eternal elevator. He had a Sawzall 
in one hand and a carbide circular-saw 
blade in the other. Every once in a while 


as they talked, she'd wallop him on the 
leg with a punch that would have raised 
a welt on pine. She wore a hard hat and 
spectacies, and had a cigarette 
gripped in her teeth. With her head 
down like that, spouting a continuous 
string of invectives (which would have 
made a wharf rat blush), | might have 
mistaken her for one of the boys. But 
at one point she took off her hard hat 
and stood up. She had short hair, reg- 
ular features, and bright, laughing eyes. 
| could see her shape moving inside 
her coveralls; she was all woman, but 
she was all muscle, too, with narrow 
hips and sinewy arms. 

She sat down and put her hard hat 
on again, and as she talked about her 
“fucking old man,” she absently tore up 
bits and scraps of materials that she 
found in her immediate vicinity. | could 
see how shy she was beneath the bra- 
vado, and thought how lonely she must 
be on a job like this—not just because 
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Barb wore a hard hat and 
spectacles. | could 
see her shape moving inside 
her coveralls: She 
was all woman, but she was 
all muscle, too, with 
narrow hips and sinewy arms. 
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she was a woman, although certainly 
that must have made it even more in- 
tense. It was lonely for everyone, and 
the loneliness was made worse by the 
fact that all of us knew somebody who'd 
been killed. We were all passing around 
the same loaded gun, and those of us 
who had any sense at all understood 
that it wasn't any safer on the ground. 

When it seemed that no one else was 
listening, Barb's voice softened and she 
talked intimately with the young man at 
her side. "It's windy as shit up there 
today,” he said. 

“Yeah, | hate it when it’s like that,” 
she responded. 

"Yeah, | hate it,” he echoed softly, 
sadly, 

She reached over and coyly stuck 
her finger into the hole in the middle of 
his carbide saw blade and gingerly took 
it from him. This was a man who would 
not ordinarily give up his saw blade, 
not without a fight, but | saw him look 
at her and smile. She smiled, too, and 
there was a moment, a connection, be- 
fore he averted his eyes shyly, looking 
at her finger in the hole. Then the ten- 
derness seemed to loom between them 


like a danger even bigger than the 
building that surrounded us, and he 
suddenly came to his senses. 

Death was one thing, a man could 
face that. But love—now, there was 
some scary shit. 

“Hey, look out with that,” he said 
oruffly. “Those cost a dollar ninety-nine 
at Wal-Mart.” He reached for his saw 
blade, but-she pulled it out of his reach. 

“Oh, yeah?" she said, suddenly back 
on guard, and she spun the blade on 
her finger and lunged at his crotch with 
it. He whipped up his Sawzall to de- 
fend himself. 


One. day | was at the hospital with a 
construction worker who had fallen. He 
had not fallen far, maybe 40 feet. It was 
not a spectacular accident by any 
means—most of them aren't. His name 
was Lawrence Goers, and he was a 
big man. My first impression when | saw 
him in the trauma unit was that he'd 
been in an explosion. The waistband 
of his jeans, with thermal underwear 
beneath, was all that remained of the 
wonderful warmth we wear up there— 
the overalls, T-shirt, plaid flannel shirt, 
and then the Walls Blizzard Pruf quilted 
over-suit. All of that lay in tatters around 
him, revealing his powerful body. His 
naked white skin rose and fell with tor- 
tured respiration as he struggled to 
overcome this terrible indignity. 

Everything was broken—his lungs, 
his ribs, his face. His eyes were swollen 
shut, his nose and mouth covered with 
the blood that oozed around the tubes 
and right out of his ears. Beneath the 
hammered mask of his face, his brain 
was damaged, too. A piece of bone 
had come out through his leg, severing 
a blood vessel; he'd lost a lot of blood. 
We grieve most for those we love most, 
and now he was grieving for the ulti- 
mate loss: himself. Even his heart was 
broken. As the dozen or so trauma 
doctors and nurses worked on him, a 
radio someone had set up on a counter 
played the Beatles, softly singing, “If | 
needed someone to love, you're the one 
that |'d be thinking of." 

| visited Lawrence Goers in the in- 
tensive-care unit during the following 
days. He never regained conscious- 
ness. All he knew was that he went to 
work one day in the usual way, and then 
he was flying through the air above the 
city. On the fourth day he died. 


We were on the roof at 311 South 
Wacker. We called it "71," because 
there were 71 flights of stairs between 
Us and lunch, but it was actually the 
roof. | looked down at the airplanes 
landing at Meigs Field. There was no 
railing, just our fragile perch in the sky, 
like a butte in a mysterious canyon in 
a land that had existed only in our 
wildest dream, but now, bit by insidious 

bit, had become real. 
| had been out there since before 
CONTINUED ON PAGE 120 
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CRAZY EDDIE 


Sirota, the firm's chief partner on the 
job, Alphonse Ferrara, “had a close 
personal relationship with Eddie.” 

‘A shockingly inept auditing job was 
performed, Sirota claims. “The bal- 
ance sheet showed $130 million of in- 
ventory—of which $65 million did not 
exist. When half the inventory is miss- 
ing, you haven't done the best audit in 
history.” 

The team from KMG did perform an 
audit. But according to court papers, 
Sam E. Antar was coordinating the fal- 
sification of the records and had ac- 
cess to the team’s paperwork. The 
class-action suit charges that the audi- 
tors “failed to adequately secure” their 
working papers, allowing Sam E. or 
other Crazy Eddie employees to “se- 
lect, influence, or learn of” the stores 
that would be spot-checked. One for- 
mer employee told the S.E.C. that Sam 
E. had actually broken into the auditors’ 
suitcase. By identifying which locations 
the auditors had already checked, Sam 
E. could reasonably predict where they 
would hit next. 

According to S.E.C. testimony, on at 
least one occasion Sam E, organized 
an eleventh-hour truck convoy to rush 
merchandise from one store to another, 
stuffing the inventory so that it would 
jibe with the inflated counts. At other 
times employees are said to have “as- 
sisted” in the count by providing false 
numbers from the floor. On yet another 
occasion, when the auditors asked to 
see a particular store’s records, Sam 
E. simply explained that they had been 
misplaced. 

Actually, they had been tossed into 
a Dumpster somewhere in Brooklyn. 
More often, incriminating documents 
were fed into a paper shredder. Sirota 
maintains that despite such activity, and 
despite apparent evidence that KMG's 
papers had been tampered with, KMG 
said nothing. Instead, it certified the 
Crazy Eddie financial statements. Siro- 
ta has named KMG's parent company 
in his shareholder class-action suit. In 
a Statement to Penthouse, a spokes- 
man for Peat Marwick said, "The claims 
asserted by the class-action plaintiffs’ 
attorneys are the product of baseless 
speculation and wishful thinking. Our 
firm performed its responsibilities in a 
thoroughly professional and competent 
manner, and we are confident that we 
shall be successful in the court pro- 
ceedings.” 

Sirota has also named three major 
brokerage firms—Bear Stearns & 
Company, Oppenheimer & Company, 
and Wertheim & Company—for touting 
Crazy Eddie stock without performing 
due diligence to insure investors of the 
company’s integrity. Sirota is even suing 
to recover money from other members 
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of the Antar family, especially Eddie's 
father Sam, who earned more than $16 
million from the sale of Crazy Eddie 
stock during the mid-eighties. In his 
formal response to the S.E.C. lawsuit, 
sam E. Antar denied some of the 
charges and refused to answer others, 
invoking his Fifth Amendment privilege 
against self-incrimination. 

But his father’s $16 million was pocket 
change compared to Eddie Antar's sale 
of more than $72 million of Crazy Eddie 
stock. Before anyone discovered 
wrongdoing, Eddie had resigned from 
the board of directors, transferred his 
money to Israel, and moved to Tel Aviv, 
His plan was expertly executed, al- 
though people still can't understand 
why a man who hates to run from a 
fight embarked on a course of action 
that seemed so likely to result in the 
endless evasion of authorities. Howard 
Sirota believes that the answer lies deep 
within the psyche of the con-man type. 


e 
Customers assumed 
that the prices marked on 

the tags were the 
lowest available. This assump- 

tion allowed Crazy 
Eddie to sell components for 

the same price as 
other non-discount retailers. 
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“The capacity of swindlers to be inge- 
nious is unlimited,” he says. “Most of 
these people would make as much 
money legitimately, but they get more 
kicks doing it this way.” 

Eddie's fraud was not discovered until 
anew management team, led by inves- 
tor Victor Palmieri and Elias Zinn, an 
electronics supplier from Houston, took 
over the company in November 1987. 
The new management was brought in 
to allay stockholder fears caused by 
Eddie's mysterious dumping of his stock 
and a sudden and suspicious drop in 
earnings. After investing many millions 
to buy into the company, they fired most 
remaining Antar relatives and cronies 
and shut all the stores for a daylong 
inventory check. They then discovered 
that $65 million in “phantom” merchan- 
dise was missing. 

From that point on, the newcomers 
tried to play catch-up ball with a com- 
pany nose-diving toward bankruptcy. 
Credit was tight, morale was low, and 
employees had lost their favored leader. 
Management had trouble getting prod- 
uct into the stores. Crazy Eddie be- 
came a loser and red ink—$104 million 


of it in fiscal 1988—appeared at Crazy 
Eddie headquarters for the first time. 

By then Eddie and his money had 
long disappeared. But he reportedly 
grew bored and restless in the Holy 
Land, and greatly missed being a big 
shot in Brooklyn. He reappeared in 
1989, presumably to face the lawsuits 
that the S.E.C., stockholders, and his 
ex-wife had initiated. For a short while 
Antar created the biggest boom for bia- 
shot litigators since Claus von Bulow. 

Although Antar himself never testi- 
fied, his attorneys countered charge 
after charge with legal maneuvers. 
Justin Feldman, his lawyer in the S.E.C. 
case, predicted that Eddie “will ulti- 
mately be vindicated." According to 
Feldman, “He didn't do anything wrong. 
The basic fraud that they're talking 
about all occurred after he left the 
company.” Feldman made a pathetic 
attempt to blame Mitchell Antar for the 
fraud in federal court, but was unable 
to offer any affirmative defense to 
counter the S.E.C.'s well-documented 
charges. 

In the end it was the testimony of Ed- 
die’s own relatives and close associ- 
ates that hanged him in court. This is 
somehow fitting—had he not fired 
everyone, they might still be holding 
Gown the fort today, perhaps even ob- 
scuring Eddie's massive fraud from in- 
vestigatory eyes. According to attor- 
ney Marvin Gersten, Arnie Spindler, one 
of Eddie's most trusted employees, 
provided some of the most damning 
evidence to the S.E.C. only after he had 
been bitterly fired following 17 years of 
loyal service. 

When a federal judge in Newark ruled 
that Antar had to bring $52 million back 
to the United States to be frozen by the 
court pending the outcome of the 
9.E.C,'s fraud case, Eddie realized that 
the jig was up. After the money didn't 
materialize, the court issued a civil- 
contempt citation. Perhaps because he 
suspected U.S. marshalls of looking out 
for him at airports, Antar appeared in 
court to be photographed and finger- 
printed. This quelled the contempt 
charge. He was allowed to walk out of 
the courthouse and, within days, the 
country. Critics say the U.S. attorney's 
office should have requested the sur- 
render of Antar's passport, but instead 
they lowered their guard. Eddie took a 
gamble that he'd buy a little time, and 
once more, he was lucky. 


It's impossible to say what might have 
happened to Crazy Eddie had Antar 
not been so keen to make a quick hun- 
dred mill illegally. In the end of 1989 
the stores closed, one by one, prom- 
ising the truly lowest prices ever for 
some of the crummiest merchandise 
ever to cross a Sales floor. Employees 
talked about what they would do next, 
but few bore personal hostility toward 
Eddie Antar. That magic loyalty some- 


how lived on. “Even now | don't hear 
bad about Eddie from the old-timers," 
observed former employee Rodney 
Jackson a few days before the 86th 
street Crazy Eddie shut its doors for- 
ever. "Everybody knew he was a crook.” 
continued Jackson, “that he was dip- 
ping into the till. lt was okay, because 
he was the boss. lt was business as 
usual.” 

students of psychiatry might learn 
more from the rise and fall of Crazy Ed- 
die than would-be M.B.A.s. One former 
Crazy Eddie executive believes that 
much of the company’s failure was 
rooted in the bitter family conflict: “This 
whole story is about 3,000 people 
whose lives were fucked with because 
of a man’s penis, because the guy 
needed to screw people other than his 
wife.” 

There were, of course, other factors 
in the company's collapse, The formula 
that worked so well for four stores did 
not succeed for 40. Crazy Eddie was 
unable to train the quality sales force 
needed to reproduce the volume of 
sales it enjoyed in its first few stores. 
And the absence of hot new consumer- 
electronics products hurt badly, as did 
increased competition. 

Those happiest about Crazy Eddie's 
demise, not surprisingly, are those very 
competitors whose growth helped drive 
it out of business. During the past three 
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years, the Wiz, long Eddie Antar's most 
bitter rival, has increased its empire 
from 11 stores to 27, making it the No.1 
consumer-electronics retailer in the 
metropolitan New York area. The Wiz is 
run by four brothers from a Brooklyn- 
based Syrian-Jewish family. During the 
final liquidation auction at Crazy Eddie 
headquarters in Edison, New Jersey, 
last November, two of the brothers, 
young Marvin and Joseph Jemal, spent 
days buying everything in sight, pay- 
ing prices even greater than retail. 
“They have his business,” one disgrun- 
tled bidder observed, “and now they 
want his desks.” When asked what the 
lesson of Eddie Antar’s failure is, the 
two Jemal brothers repeated their 
company's motto, in well-practiced 
unison, “Nobody beats the Wiz,” they 
sang. “And that is a fact.” 

That's not the lesson Eddie Antar 
would tell you he learned. He would 
probably say something about never 
trusting ungrateful relatives. Or claim 
that his famous good luck will protect 
him until the end. “Eddie thought he 
could get away with anything,” ob- 
serves attorney Howard Sirota. “He's 
falling from the Chrysler Building, but 
he still thinks he’s going to land on his 
feet. He always has in the past.” 

Tough talk from a lawyer whose 
clients hunger for a grab into Eddie's 
deep pockets. U.S. Marshall Arthur 
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Borinsky, the man responsible for 
tracking down fugitive Antar, is equally 
determined. Although he doesn't see 
much hope of getting Antar extradited 
from |srael on civil charges, he claims 
that his office will be able to stop Eddie 
from ever getting hold of his money. 
Drug runners and dictators more fa- 
miliar with international money-laun- 
dering operations would predict a dif- 
ferent outcome. (Extradition might be 
possible if and when the U.S. attorney's 
office files criminal charges against 
Antar; they reportedly have been 
pending for nearly a year.) 

Meanwhile, Crazy Eddie himself was 
last rumored to be studying the ancient 
mystical art of the Jewish cabala with 
a prominent Jerusalem-based rabbi as 
his mentor. Having exhausted his con- 
siderable stockpile, he's looking to build 
a new surplus of good luck. And since 
luck is not a commodity that false in- 
ventories or fast talk can certify, no- 
body can tell how Eddie will come out 
this time around. Will he grow bored 
with laying low and return to America? 
Will he wish he had settled for 20 mil- 
lion square bucks instead of 72 million 
slippery ones? Will he pay his lawyers? 

Only an intense, dark man brooding 
in Jerusalem can answer these ques- 
tions. And maybe not even him. After 
all, they didn't call him Crazy Eddie for 
nothing .O+-q 


“Maybe he wouldn't hang around here so much if you stopped feeding him table scraps.” 


THE BIBLE 
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State Psychiatric Institute and a Meese 
Commission member. Experts in para- 
philias such as Dr. John Money of Johns 
Hopkins University have found that the 
Kinks of sexual desire are formed by 
serendipitous and largely uncontrolla- 
ble "real life" childhood impressions, 
rather than magazines or movies. Cor- 
relation studies on the prevalence of 
sexual material and sex crimes find that 
sexual violence increases proportion- 
ately not with increased availability of 
magazines or videos but with the num- 
ber of single young men living in a given 
area. 

Nevertheless, the notion that words, 
pictures, or music can cause violence 
Or social decay continues to gain cred- 
ibility among socially sensitive groups 
as well as the media and general pub- 
lic. None of these groups, however, 
pursue their beliefs to their most logical 
conclusion: that if we ban all material 
people say “made [them] do it," orga- 
nized religion and the Bible would be 
the most often cited. We don't have to 
look at the dismal historical record, as 
James A. Haught does so convincingly 
in his companion article. Mr. List's pa- 
thetic note to his pastor, mentioned 
earlier, is but one of the most recent, 
sensational examples—as is the case 
of Ronald St. John, who in 1988 con- 
fessed that he had fatally stabbed his 
daughter because God told him to. An 
investigation makes a persuasive case 
for St. John's alibi, far stronger than any 
link scientists have been able to estab- 
lish between movies or music and vi- 
olent crimes. 

With worldwide sales that pornog- 
raphers would sell their souls for, the 
Bible includes detailed justification for 
child abuse, wife battery, rape, and the 
daily humiliation of women. Short sto- 
ries running through the text serve as 
models for sexual assault and the 
mauling of children. The entire set of 
books is available not only to adults but 
to any child who takes an interest, and 
in some cases children are encour- 
aged, even forced, to read it. This ma- 
terial is printed and distributed by some 
of the world's richest, most powerful or- 
ganizations with the largest real estate 
holdings on the planet. Through one of 
the oldest |.R.S. loopholes, these or- 
ganizations operate tax-free. 

Point-blank, the Bible tells women to 
obey men. "The head of the woman is 
the man” is asserted in Corinthians 11:3, 
and "[Thy husband] shall rule over thee” 
(Genesis 3:16). The Bible also speci- 
fies exactly how many shekels less than 
men women are worth. Genesis 19:1- 
8 tells one of many tales about fathers 
setting up their daughters to be gang- 
raped. Even more prevalent are sex- 
with-the-maid frolics and glamorized 
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war stories where the fruits of victory 
are the local girls. In one perverse tale, 
a group of men ogle the blood-stained 
sheets of a virgin's wedding night, but 
perhaps most gruesome is the snuff 
story about the guy who set his maid 
up to be gang-raped and, after her 
death from the assault. cut her body 
up in little pieces. Unlike the scenarios 
of heavy metal songs or popular mov- 
ies, these tales are generally taken to 
be true—not simulated—accounts, 
Child abuse is another biblical motif. 
With repeated suggestions to beat 
children, some passages celebrate this 
idea in graphic detail and recommend 
it for one's personal enjoyment. “Happy 
shall he be,” according to Psalms 137:9, 
“that taketh and dasheth thy little ones 
against the stones.” Proverbs 20:30 of- 
fers this advice: "The blueness of a 
wound cleanseth away evil: so do 
stripes the inward parts of the belly." 
Applying to this material the belief 
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With worldwide sales 
that pornographers would sell 
their souls for, the 
Bible includes detailed justi- 
fication of child 
abuse, wife battery, and rape. 


2 


that people mimic what they read, 
members of the A.F-A., WAP and the 
N.C.T.V. might predict that the Bible is 
also taken literally and imitated by 
some. Consider the Brooklyn, New 
York, man who repeatedly stabbed his 
three-year-old son because he was 
“Satanic and the devil's baby.” Accord- 
ing to his wife, Harry Ossip had spent 
weeks walking around with the Bible 
and attending meetings held by Je- 
hovah's Witnesses before he went after 
the toddler with an eight-inch serrated 
blade. 

A year earlier, in 1987, a Fort Lau- 
derdale, Florida, evangelist had killed 
his two-year-old daughter by “chasten- 
ing” her with a belt, confessing that he 
was “training” her according to biblical 
injunction. 

The New Bethany Baptist Church 
Home for Boys in Walterboro, South 
Carolina, was raided in 1984 for similar 
“training” that included beating the 
children with a plastic pipe and confin- 
ing them to small, unlit cells. Schoo! 
administrators defended their policies 
by quoting Proverbs 22:15: “Foolish- 
ness is bound in the heart of the child, 


but the rod of correction shall drive it 
far from him." 

Hundreds of instances like this come 
to the attention of the courts and press 
each year, in spite of pressure to keep 
them hidden (I'd like to thank Annie 
Laurie Gaylor for the impressive re- 
search she amassed in her book Be- 
trayal of Trust: Clergy Abuse of Chil- 
dren). Like domestic violence a decade 
ago, reporting biblically inspired abuse 
is vehemently discouraged by the vic- 
tim's family, friends, and church: vic- 
tims claims are most often ignored, 
even ridiculed. Accordingly, some 
cases take years to surface. 

In 1987 a woman testified before a 
Texas grand jury about the “sexual 
Slavery” her father inflicted on her dur- 
ing her childhood. He justified her sub- 
mission—to her and to himself—by 
claiming that he was Jesus Christ. Re- 
bellion was punished by corporal pun- 
ishment and biblical threats. Another 
woman wrote to Ann Landers in 1987 
that her parents quoted from the Bible 
as they "flogged away at my brothers 
and me. | have scars on my shoulders 
and back, partial deafness, and bumps 
on my head . . ." When her grandfather 
began sexually abusing her at age 
eight, he told her that it was permissi- 
ble because he, like King Solomon, was 
the wisest and holiest of men and could 
have any virgin in the land. “! realized 
what was going on when | was about 
ten,” she wrote. “| told on him, but no- 
body believed me.” 

The men who inflicted the attacks 
above were not theologians or spe- 
Cialists in biblical scripture, but aver- 
age citizens with reqular access to it. 
Some people read the Bible daily for 
professional reasons; there is exten- 
sive evidence suggesting that the fre- 
quency of their abuses parallels their 
avid attention to the text. 

In 1989 Oliver Thomas, general 
counsel for the Baptist Joint Committee 
on Public Affairs, told the Associated 
Press that over 100 claims of child 
abuse by church workers had been 
filed nationwide. That year in the Ca- 
nadian province of Newfoundland, 
seven Catholic priests were charged 
with molesting boys. Rev. James 
Hickey, one of the most highly re- 
garded clerics in the community, was 
indicted on 20 counts of sexual assault 
over a 17-year period. In 1987 alone, 
over /5 cases came to light in the U.S. 
press of girls, boys, and women beaten 
or sexually abused by members of the 
clergy. In 1986 and 1987, five accounts 
found their way into the media of chil- 
dren who had gone to ministers for 
counseling and were then sexually mo- 
lested. 

In 1986 we also saw a Hackensack, 
New Jersey, minister convicted of sex- 
ually abusing a blind woman in his care. 
That year five women sued a Chatta- 
nooga minister for rape and battery that 


occurred while they were staying at a 
shelter for homeless women and chil- 
dren. 

Between 1984 and 1987, the press 
exposed seven men of the cloth who 
had beaten and sexually abused their 
wives. In 1986 an Alabama minister was 
convicted of the rape and assault of his 
mentally retarded 16-year-old daugh- 
ter. In the summer of 1989, Rev. Thomas 
Streitferdt was convicted of first-de- 
gree rape and three other counts of 


sexual abuse involving three women in | 7 


his church in New York's Harlem dis- 


trict. A white man, Rev. Streitferdt re- | 


portediy aggravated his assaults by 
calling at least one woman “nigger.” 

Another infamous case is that of 
southern evangelist preacher Tony 
Leyva, who in 1988 admitted to sexual 
congress with 100 boys over a 20-year 
period beginning in 1969, at times 
passing the boys on to a church as- 
sociate or his organist. Police suspect 
that the real count may be as high as 
800. Equally impressive is Father Gil- 
bert Gauthe of Louisiana who admitted 
to sexually abusing 37 boys and one 
girl (authorities suspect twice that 
number). Reportedly, he molested 
some as many as 200 times—includ- 
ing oral and anal rape and using the 
children in pornographic pictures. 

Early in 1988 Rev. Francis Guy Haight, 
principal of the Baptist Christian Acad- 
emy in Monroe, Wisconsin, admitted 
that he could not “even begin to esti- 
mate how many times he called young 
girls into his office and fondled them. 
He was sentenced to 20 years in prison 
on three counts of first-degree sexual 
assault. 

Another dismaying stunner is the 
case of 16-year-old Rita Milla, who 
charged in a 1984 lawsuit that she had 
repeatedly engaged in sex with Father 
Santiago Tamayo of Carson, California. 
He then "shared" her with several other 
priests anda, when she became preg- 


nant in 1982, shipped her off to the | 
Philippines and sent her $450 to have | 


the baby alone. (The lawsuit was even- 
tually thrown out on technicalities. ) 

One of the most ironic cases of cler- 
ical abuse involves Rev. John Janney, 
or., who in 1985 pleaded guilty to mo- 
lesting three male foster children in his 
care. As a minister at the Calvary Bible 
Baptist Church in Bridgeton, New Jer- 
sey, Janney had campaigned against 
“humanist” literature that he felt would 
“corrupt the morals of youths.” 

Ron J. Steckbauer of Ocean Beach, 
California, who ran a Bible-study group 
for boys, was arrested in 1987 for what 
police believe may have been over 100 
incidents of molestation of 15 boys be- 


tween the ages of ten and 14. The study | 


group was reportedly Steckbauer's in- 
strument for finding boys and persuad- 
ing them to comply with him. 

Also that year, Richard Galdon, a New 


Jersey priest, pleaded guilty to mo- | 
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AT JACK DANIELS DISTILLERY, sturdy 
barrelmen and charred oak barrels are a big part of 
our whiskey’s smoothness. 


Actually, Jack Daniel's is uncommonly smooth 
before it goes into the oak. You see, every drop has 
been seeped through vats of hard maple 
charcoal prior to aging. Any rough edges 
are removed right here. Then, barrelmen [3 
make sure more smoothing occurs 
inside the wood. Naturally, the whole 
process takes a lot of time. And a lot 
of lifting. But, we believe, the results 
are worth all our barrelmen’s efforts. 
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Tennessee Whiskey « 40-43% aicohol by volume (80-86 proof} = Distilled and Bottled by 
Jack Daniel Distillery, Lem Motlow, Proprietor, Route 1, Lynchburg (Pop 361), Tennessee 37352 


lesting three young students at a paro- 
chial school where he taught for 27 
years. 

The Reverend Gary Willard Ham- 
bright, a Southern Baptist, was charged 
with molesting ten girls and boys in the 
U.S. Army preschool at the Presidio 
base in San Francisco, giving chla- 
mydaia to four of the toddlers. 

And let us not forget former Cove- 
nant House president Father Bruce Rit- 
ter, who railed against pornography and 
screamed to ban it when he sat on the 
Meese Commission. In the last year, 
Ritter has been accused by several 
young men who sought sanctuary at 
his New York home for runaways of 
abusing his position by taking sexual 
advantage of them. He resigned his 
post as head of Covenant House in 
February, after which the Manhattan 
district attorney closed its inquiry, With 
new charges of financial skulduggery, 
however, the story is far from over. 

Perhaps most horrific were the 1989 
cult murders on the Texas-Mexico bor- 
der where a commune kidnapped and 
killed its victims in religious ceremo- 
nies that involved boiling the bodies and 
cannibalism, And three years earlier, 
Thomas Eugene Dawkins, a Mormon 
Sunday-school teacher from South 
Carolina, had been found guilty of tor- 
turing and raping a girl over a two-year 
period starting when she was 13, and 
terrifying her into submission by cut- 
ting her, showing her body parts he kept 
in jars, and threatening to dissect her. 

The Tex-Mex and Dawkins cases 
point to a special subgroup of Bible 
readers who have a taste for highly 
stylized ritual violence, ironically called 
“healings” by insiders. In one such 
ceremony, a North Carolina minister 
strangled a four-year-old boy in order 
to rid him “of the devil.” An eight-year- 
old girl with Down's syndrome was 
strangled in a similar “exorcism” in 
Jeanerette, Louisiana. We expect that 
John Cardinal O'Connor had less 
deadly results. 

When Andrea Cowan, sister-in-law of 
Rev. Kevin Cowan of the Rock Zion 
Baptist Church in Baton Rouge, Loui- 
Siana, was indicted for ceremoniously 
plucking out the eye of a 16-year-old 
boy, she told police that she was fol- 
lowing this passage from Matthew 
(18:9): “If thine eye offend thee, pluck 
it out and cast it from thee.” The boy 
was taken to the hospital days later, with 
his left eye dangling on his cheek, 

At times Bible-inspired abuse has led 
not to murder but suicide, another tip 
for parents worried about Dungeons 
and Dragons. In 1979 a New Jersey boy 
spent a summer at a Boy Scout camp 
where he was repeatedly molested by 
a Franciscan brother. The boy took an 
overdase after writing: “It wasn’t worth 
living.” In some cases, the effects of 
sexual abuse are delayed. In 1987 a 
27-year-old Florida man who had been 
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molested by a priest when he was 16 
hanged himself. 

Once grown, victims of biblically 
guided abuse often repeat the violence 
they endured as children. Gregory John 
Riedle claimed that he was molested 
as a boy by a St. Paul priest: as an 
adult, he served a sentence for mo- 
lesting a girl. A Detroit man, abused by 
a church bookkeeper as a boy, returned 
to the church and beat his former assail- 
ant to death with a religious statue be- 
cause, he confusedly testified. he “was 
afraid of being raped again.” 

Perhaps most dismaying is the rec- 
ord of clergy who are protected by their 
superiors when their crimes are re- 
vealed, Carl M. Cannon of the San Jose 
Mercury News conducted a three- 
month-long investigation into 25 
dioceses of such cover-ups. The fol- 
lowing is an excerpt from his report 
“Priests Who Molest” (December 30-— 
31, 1987): 


2 


Confronted with 
complaints that priests have 
molested children, 
some Catholic dioceses have 
responded by attempting 
to discredit those who made 
the allegations. 
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“Confronted with complaints that 
priests have molested children, some 
Catholic dioceses have responded by 
attempting to discredit those who made 
the allegations. Catholic officials have 
sought to seal court records, attacked 
newspapers, and impugned the mo- 
tives and even the sanity of those who 
have brought complaints against 
priests. ... Keeping the details of the 
cases secret has been a consistent 
church priority, according to court rec- 
ords, families of victims, law-enforce- 
ment officials, and attorneys who have 
sued the church... . In more than 25 
dioceses across the country, church 
officials have failed to notify authori- 
ties, transferred molesting priests to 
other parishes, ignored parental com- 
plaints, and disregarded the potential 
damage to child victims.” 

Challenged by evidence of child 
abuse or rape, some dioceses try to 
buy off victims and their families. Fa- 
ther Gauthe’s escapades in Louisiana 
cost the church at least $12 million in 
victim compensation. The Orlando di- 
ocese paid $3 million to the families of 
four victims, according to estimates by 


attorneys Sheldon Stevens and Charles 
E. Davis, in order to head off the inves- 
tigation of five other priests accused of 
child abuse. 

Men of the cloth who end up in court 
frequently receive wondrously light 
sentences. According to the National 
Catholic Reporter, 130 cases of pedo- 
philia among priests and brothers were 
reported to the Vatican embassy in 
Washington, D.C., between 1983 and 
1987. Only 18 of the accused priests 
were sentenced to time in prison. Rev. 
John S. Lower of Oklahoma molested 
an eight-year-old girl during Bible-study 
sessions and received three years un- 
supervised probation, 

After a sexually abusive relationship 
with a teenage boy, Pastor Charles 
Brown of London Baptist Church in Ev- 
ergreen, Alabama, was convicted of a 
reduced misdemeanor charge and got 
a suspended sentence. Rev. David Lee 
Taylor of Grace Epworth United Meth- 
odist Church in Bartlesville, Oklahoma, 
admitted to two counts of sodomy with 
a ten-year-old boy he was counseling 
through the Bartlesville Big Brother 
program. 

Taylor's punishment? He received a 
two-year prison term, a $3,600 fine, and 
a mandate to pay 3100 to the victim- 
compensation program. 

In the face of sexual abuse, violence, 
and the frequent collusion to cover up 
these acts, women have formed the 
support organization Good Tidings, 
headquartered in Canadensis, Penn- 
sylvania. According to Executive Di- 
rector Catherine Grenier, "There are 
women who are becoming pregnant, 
women who are being cornered, 
women who are being hurt, women who 
are being physically, emotionally, and 
mentally abused by priests, and the 
church is protecting the priests.” Chil- 
dren, sadly, have fewer resources 
through which to seek help. 

The foregoing list, though by no 
means exhaustive, reflects the “per- 
sonal” violence inspired by the Bible— 
the cottage industry of abuse. | leave 
it to others to investigate the more ex- 
tensive and public mayhem discussed 
by Mr. Haught—inquisitions, “witch" 
burnings, crusades, pogroms, |ji- 
hads—as well as to examine schemes 
such as slavery, apartheid, and geno- 
cide that the Good Book has long 
served to buttress. 

Perhaps we should grant that the 
Meese Commission and citizen groups 
such as WAP and the A.FA. have stum- 
bled onto a valuable point: Maybe peo- 
ple do mindlessly mimic what they read 
or hear. A new government commis- 
sion might take testimony from crimi- 
nals who admit that they not only get 
their ideas from the Bible scripture but 
also follow it step-by-step. 

In fact, perhaps the time has come 
for an entirely new group: “Women 
Against the Bible."O+—_ 


@/ don't believe in 
secrets. With 

me, what you see is 
what you get!® 
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@My girlfriend and 
| once had our eye on the same 
guy, so we shared him.® 


DOUBLE EXPOSURE 


L. not for nothing that Missouri is known as 
the Show Me State. Just one look at its dazzling inhabitant Johnie Cheney, our August Pet 
of the Month, is proof that seeing is believing. "Anyone can have a way with words,” says 
the 21-year-old dark-eyed beauty, “but for me, actions speak a whole lot louder." Having 
tried her hand at modeling, Johnie now aspires to an acting career, preferably in televi- 
sion. “I just love showing off in front of a camera,” Johnie freely admits. “In all my relation- 
ships, | believe in totally baring myself—body and soul—double exposure. | don't believe 

in secrets. With me, what you see is what you get!” 


PHOTOGRAPHS BY CARL WACHTER, JR. 


@/ know I’ve got what it takes to make that special guy happy. And if he’s 
interested, then he'll have to show me!® 


“Every woman has fantasies of someday becoming a dancer, singer, or model. Well, my 

dream has always been to appear in Penthouse. Ever since | saw it for the first time, | 

wanted to be one of those beautiful women that all the world falls in love with.” Now that 
her wish has come true? "I'm totally ecstatic!” 
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Johnie attributes her intensity to her unusual heritage. "Being part 
Russian, | consider myself somewhat intellectual, but then,” she 
beams proudly, “there’s my American Indian side—very passionate, 
very earthy, very tomboyish! The first book that ever made me cry 
was Call of the Wild. | think my Indian side wins out every time.” 


When asked about her most remarkable sexual experience, 

34-23-35 Johnie doesn't miss a beat. “My boyfriend and | were mak- 

ing love on my parents’ couch about a year ago,” she confides, 

“when my father walked in on us. | say it's remarkable because |'m 
still here to talk about it!" 


75 


In her spare time, 
Johnie enjoys read- 
ing, sketching, and 
listening to hard 
rock music. “Aero- 
smith is one of my fa- 
vorite bands,” says 
Johnie. “Their mu- 
sic’s wild—like me!” 
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@Being part Russian, | consider myself somewhat intellectual, but then there's 
my American Indian side—very passionate, very earthy, very tomboyish!® 


‘lve done some pretty way-out things, Johnie confesses. “My girlfriend and | 

once had our eye on the same guy at a party, so we shared him. But,” she adds 

wistfully, “no more of that—I'm ready to settle down. | know I've got what it takes to 

make that special guy happy. And if he’s interested,” adds the Missouri miss with 
a grin, “why, then he'll have to show me!" 


Titanium jewelry by Spectore, Boca Raton, Fla.; wardrobe by Rock-a-Go-Go, Las Vegas. Nev 
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@The White House says publicly 
that nothing is too good for veterans, but 
in private it directs sub- 
ordinates to give them next to nothing.® 


4M VETERANS ADVISER 


LHE VIETNAM 


Se 


More than a year ago, we 
had high hopes that the 
cabinet-level Department of 
Veterans’ Affairs would suc- 
ceed in achieving a struc- 
| tural reform of veterans’ pro- 
grams and come up with an 
overall policy both equitable 
and appropriate. Today, 
those hopes have been 
dashed. 
The “few good men” re- 
| cruited by D.V.A. Secretary 
Edward J. Derwinski to run 
the department have been 
| Overwhelmed by forces be- 
yond their control. To their 
credit, they have estab- 
lished a reasonable level of 
efficiency within the D.VA.. 
though they have not been 
able to achieve the miracle 
of doing more and more with 
less and less. In short, we 
| are getting a shrinking sys- 
tem of veterans’ programs 
and benefits, one driven by 
fiscal constraints rather than 
actual expanded need, ea- 
uily, or prior commitments. 
There is no Berlin Wall to 
rationalize this diminution in 
real financial terms of the 
costs of veterans’ programs 


tion lies, instead, in the fact 
that the Bush administration 


that Americans are not inter- 
ested in assisting veterans 
in the 1990s. This assump- 
tion ties into President Bush's 
only noteworthy line in his 
campaign and presidency so 
far—namely, “No new taxes.” 

We have been encour- 
aged by the D.V.A.'s willing- 
ness to admit previous mis- 
takes and attempt to rectify 
them. Its approach has been 
fo search for ways to exe- 
cute the laws on the books, 
and, where necessary or 
worthwhile, to seek their 
modification—not to advo- 
| Cate new legislation, Unfor- 
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and benefits. The explana- | 


is acting on the assumption | 


tunately, the often-burned 
veterans service organiza- 
tions have been less sup- 
portive of these efforts than 
they might have been. This 
divisiveness has been ex- 
ploited by the unseen 


| “budgeteers” in the White 


House, who say publicly that 
“nothing is too good for the 


| veterans’ while privately di- 
| recting their subordinates to 


give them next to nothing, or 


so little that it merely adds to | 
| their problems. 


Chaos in the federal gov- 
ernment is so widespread 
that it is difficult not to be 
cynical about anything pro- 
posed by our elected and 
appointed officials. Actually, 
the veterans legislation al- 
ready on the books could 
serve as the basis for a 
strong policy into the next 
millenium, one supported by 
the American public, The 
great danger facing Ameri- 
ca’s veterans is not the lack 
of a policy per se, but the 


| fact that the Bush adminis- 


tration and Congress are 
trying to reason backward 


| from a fiscal policy of “no 
| new taxes’ to a veterans 


policy. The same fallacy is at 
work in the noisy attempt to 
extract a "peace dividend” 
from the defense budget be- 
fore figuring out the future of 
U.S. military strategy. 


Unlike the defense budget, 
which lost the greatest jus- 


| tification for its size and 


scope with the opening of the 
Berlin Wall, D.V.A. budget 
requirements have _ in- 
creased with the needs of an 
aging veteran population. In 
addition to the “enemy” of 
Old age and its infirmities 
laced by veterans of World 
War || and Korea, some 
900,000 Vietnam veterans 
are afflicted with post-trau- 


| matic stress disorder—and 


less than 40,000 of them 
have received any treatment 
or assistance. Similarly, al- 
most 20 years after the 


United States stopped | 


spraying Agent Orange in 
Vietnam, it has now been 
grudgingly accepted that the 
cost of this experiment in 


| chemical warfare includes 


an increased incidence of a 
variety of cancers, sterility, 
and other debilitating ef- 
fects on those who were ex- 
posed—as well as birth de- 
fects in their children. 
Although America's active 


| combat participation in the | 


Vietnam War ended more 
than 17 years ago, its legacy 
is still evident in our national 
life. Despite the best efforts 
of many, we have not yet 
turned over America’s lon- 
gest war to the historians. 
The war is still being de- 


| of those who have yet to | 


| put the war behind us and 


| problems. Almost as the 


| @tables. That's certainly true, 


bated, and it still serves as 
a source of anger, humilia- 
tion, and shame in the minds 


come to grips with our mili- 
tary failure. 

Throughout this period, the 
Vietnam veterans have been 
the symbol of our inability to 


get on with attempting to 
solve our persistent national 


statement “We put a man on 
the moon, didn't we?" has 
been used to raise expec- | 
tations in Our various wars on 
drugs, poverty, and crime, 
the loss in Vietnam has been | 
used as an excuse for var- 
ious legislative and bureau- 
cratic failures by pundits, 
politicians, and bureaucrats, | 
America's failure in Vietnam | 
has become a convenient, 
multipurpose alibi. The word 
Vietnam has almost | 
achieved the status of a se- 
mantic bridge between 
blustering political rhetoric 
and fiscal cop-out. 

Recently, White House Of- 
fice of Management and 
Budget Director Richard Dar- | 
man said that Americans did 
not fight the wars of the twen- 
tleth century in order to make 
the world safe for green veg- 


though Darman himself sat 
the war out at Harvard Col- 
lege (B.A., 1964), at Harvard 
Business School (M.B.A,, 
1967), and through marriage 
(September 1, 1967). What- 
ever their reasons for not 
evading or avoiding service, 
the veterans of Vietnam | 
didn't fight in order to make 
the world safe for persons | 
who would praise ther with 
one voice and punish them 
with another. They certainly 
didn't fight it with the help of 
Richard Darman and his 
ilk. —William R. CorsonO+-y 
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| Evolution 1200 Harley- 
One of the finest motor- | Davidson motor. the 


cycles in the world is Buell RS1200 is a pure 
created here in dream machine. Fewer 
America. No, it's not | than 200 will be 


ine legendary Harley 
| line, but the Wisconsin- 


manufactured this year, 
| priced at $14,500. 


bred Buell RS1200. Contact Buell Motor 
Made for the back and | Company, 214 Jefferson | 
| high roads of America street, Mukwonago, 
HOT WHEELS | and powered by the Wisconsin 53149. 


BY GERARD 
VAN DER LEUN 


| can cruise to the track 


The Honda RC30 is | and then jump right | 

the first collaboration into the race. It features | 
| between Honda's a high-performance 

reguiar designers and 16-valve engine 

their racing wizards. displacing 748cc; six 


The result is a stunningly | gears; and a computer- | 
powerful bike that controlled ignition. 


— 
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BEYOND THE LIMIT 
Riding high on the 
cutting edge of quality, 
performance, and 
technology is Yamahas 
FZR1000 for 1990. 

The heart of this out- 
standing machine 

is the 1,003cc liquia- 
cooled four-cylinder 
engine, which is second 
to none. Pre-loaded | 
front forks and a Mono- 
cross rear suspension 
give you a ride as 
smooth as a Cadillac at | 
» Cruising Speed. 

Hard to beat in 
power and style, 

the FZR1000 is a 
leading contender for 


the head of its class. THE CUTE ONE 


—— It's hard to imagine a 


| TT) S | motorcycle that is 
I ™ PALS 1 : | actually “cute, but the 


| Honda Cub fills the 

bill. What's more, it’s a 
kick in the pants to 

ride. Powered by a 
stunning 90cc engine, 
the Cub has an 
automatic transmission. | 
Just the thing for travel- 
ing to the mall. Hell, 

just the thing for travel- 
ing in the mall. It will 
retail for about $1,500 
when it's introduced 

at Honda dealers later 
this year. 


THE ULTIMATE 
NINJA 

Topping out Kawasaki's 
highly successful Ninja 
series is the 1990 
Ninja 7X-11. The soul of 
this machine rests in 

its 1,052cc, 16-valve, 
twin-cam, four-stroke 
engine. This puts the 
power on the road 
where it belongs. 
Digitally controlled 
carburetors and a 
closed intake system 
make this an all-weather 
motorcycle. It sells for 
around $7,500 at all 
Kawasaki dealers. 


ROMANCING 
THE STARS 


PHOTOGRAPHS BY JOHN DAVID 


Lisa never understood what Thaina saw in all 
that darkness. “That's because you ve 

never been made love to by a star," replied 
Thaina, her teacher, as she beckoned 

Lisa to the window. She gazed at the moon and 
found herself aroused by its beauty. The 

cool airwas intoxicating, and Thaina’'s touch, gen- 
tle. More than lessons in astronomy would 

be exchanged that night. 


=. 


The two celestial bodies collided. Lisa allowed 
her starry-eyed host to explore the nether 
reaches of her private universe, treating her toa 
view of nature . . . opulent, mysterious, 
and strictly withheld from their college textbooks. 
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The pretty coed fantasized that they were con- 
stellations coming to life. She imagined 
Thaina as Orion the Hunter, and she, the God- 
dess of the Moon. Schoo! trips to the 
planetarium were never like this! 
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Lisa no longer thought of the observatory as just 
a cold building full of mathematical equa- 
tions and abstract theories. Here with Thaina, she 
had, at last, found a little heaven on earth. 


Ot 
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BY LAURENCE GONZALES 


The unimaginable crushing weight of a 
skyscraper stands in equilibrium with the muscle of 
the earth itself, and together they tremble, 
pushing against each other like the motionless wrest- 
ling of equal Titans. The old timers 
used to say that one man would be killed for 
every million dollars spent. But costs 
went up, and the modern equivalent became 
“One man for every seven stories.” 


PHOTOGRAPH BY DAVID MICHAEL KENNEDY 
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We all think we know what danger is. 
We've all been afraid. But fear and 
Oanger are not the same. Children are 
afraid of the dark, but the dark won't 
hurt them. Many people fear flying, and 
yet flying is safer than driving.... At 
least, Statistics tell us that. But statis- 
tics don't tell the real story. 

Statistically, injury for injury, it is more 
dangerous to be a farmer than to pilot 
a fighter plane. But when an Air Force 
F-16 crashes into the suburbs of Wies- 
baden, it is far more spectacular and 
commands our attention in a way that 
will never be matched when 2 tractor 
crushes a farmer to death. 

In a way, our collective perception of 
danger has to do with glamour, while 
individual perceptions of danger are, 
well, individual. But even sexy danger 
can become commonplace. Arnold 
Palmer's chief pilot took me into his jet 
one day and pointed at the cockpit. 
“That's my office,” he said. 

In this ongoing series of articles, we 
will discover various Cefinitions of dan- 
ger—some in surprising places. We will 
meet people in various professions, 
from firemen to crack dealers, all of 
whom live and work, daily, near death. 
In so doing, | believe we will also dis- 
cover that deep within all human beings 
iS a spark of heroism and daring that 
guarantees that mankind is not so 
commonplace after ail. 


The stories about death were told as if 
casting a spell. After | had been work- 
ing on high buildings for a while, | came 
to understand that the construction 
workers tried, unconsciously, to trans- 
fer death and all its grisly trappings to 
the newcomer. By telling it, they gave 
it away—the more gruesome the tale 
was, the better for warding off dan- 
ger—and like a game of tag, whoever 
was “it” had to turn around and give it 
away again. | got splashed with blood, 
metaphorically speaking, just as soon 
as | got on the job, and now |'m obliged 
to pass it on to you. It's part of the ritual 
of initiation. 

Buddy O'Malley, a truck driver, was 
killed when a crane fell on him in a steel 
yard. Buddy was delivering atall crane 
on a flatbed truck. He parked in back 
of the steel mill, and the crew gathered 
to figure out how to get the crane off 
the flatbed. The men sipped coffee and 
laughed as the summer sun grew high, 
sucking up the crane's long shadow, 
like blood soaking into the brown earth 
that had been turned for years by the 
studded heels of rolling stock. 

Suddenly, the crane's shadow began 
to get longer, and the men looked up 
to see it tipping over. The abused earth 
had given way beneath the truck’s tires, 
which now listed to one side, spilling 
the crane off the flatbed. 

Most of the men were too stunned to 
move, and they simply let events move 
around them. But Buddy panicked and 
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ran. The crane boom was creaking as 
it came down through the air like the 
long neck of a brontosaurus. Buddy ran 
a kind of zigzag pattern at first, the way 
ants run when you kick an anthill. It was 
as if he could see his own fate stalking 
him, as if he had driven all the way from 
home with fate at his heels and had 
mounted the cab of his truck that morn- 
ing knowing that Death itself was draw- 
ing a bead on him as he sipped his 
coffee. 

Then he straightened his path and 
ran flat out, as hard as he could. He 
ran right into the shadow of the dino- 
Saur, where man merged with dark- 
ness, and the earth swallowed him. 

One of the ironworkers ran to Buddy 
and turned away as soon as he saw 
what had happened: A lenath of intes- 
tine had come out of Buddy's mouth. 
The crane boom had cut him in half. 

It took three hours of hard work in the 
hot summer sun to get the crane lifted 
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One of the ironworkers ran 
to Buddy and turned 
away as soon as he saw what 
had happened: A 
length of intestine had come 
out of his mouth. 

The crane boom had cut 
him in half. 
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off the corpse. “We picked him up with 
a No. 16 banjo shovel,” the ironworker 
told me, fashioning for me the gift of 
these images, casting out Death with 
his spell of words. “Buddy turned black 
lying there in the sun. The smell was 
so bad it coulda gagged a maggot." 

This story was one kind of initiation, 
but it wasn't long before | was crawling 
around on tall buildings and death was 
happening for real. Right here in Chi- 
cago, a material tower (a crane that re- 
sembles a T square) on top of a new 
building was lifting a bucket of cement. 
The bucket had reached the 40th floor 
when it caught on the lip of the building 
and tipped over like a cream pitcher, 
pouring a ton of wet concrete to the 
street below, where it crushed the driv- 
er's side of a taxi, killing the cabbie. 
The vehicle, bearing its grim cargo, 
continued to roll along in the slow-traffic 
lane until a passerby reached inside 
and pulled the parking brake. The flat- 
tened cab, bearing the flat man, came 
to rest in front of a doorman who almost 
opened the door for a couple who'd 
been waiting, until he realized what he 
was seeing. 


On construction sites accidents are an 
almost continuous occurrence. Just 
because they're not happening to any 
particular individual doesn't mean 
they're not happening. Making it even 
more dangerous is the fact that we often 
can't imagine the accidents until we 
actually see them. That's another rea- 
son why the stories tend to be so 
graphic—it’s a tribal tradition, but it's a 
survival trait as well. Their graphic gore 
stays with us as a reminder. 

Until | saw it happen, it was impos- 
sible for me to imagine the eneray that 
even a small object can gather while 
falling, | had just reached the 66th floor 
of a construction site one day and was 
about to step out of the protection of 
the elevator when somebody let go of 
a Dit of junk up on 71. It was nothing 
really, a Square of plywood smaller than 
a saucer with a bent nail through the 
center, but it came licking down the 
wind like tongues of fire and nearly took 
my arm off. 

It landed on the gangplank where | 
had been about to step and went off 
like a rifle shot. After it had ricocheted 
off and away, the plank looked as if 
someone had cut it with a fire ax. It 
shouldn't be surprising—bullets are 
nothing more than small objects mov- 
ing at high velocity. 

One day on the Sears Tower, the 
world's tallest building, the wind came 
along, sucked up a whole sheet of ply- 
wood, and flew it away like a toy kite. 
In the caverns of the city, it spun and 
spun until it was revolving like a Skil 
saw blade. Surfing and descending on 
a cushion of air, it gained momentum. 
The eight-foot-long sheet of half-inch 
plywood rode all the way to street level, 
where it cut a man’s head off. He was 
not a construction worker, risking his 
life for $20 an hour. He was an under- 
taker who just happened to be walking 
by. (| almost added “at the wrong time,” 
but you'll be on time for your own death 
no matter when it comes.) 

SO we all share the risk; most of us 
simply never get the chance to realize 
it. If we're hit, we're dead. If we're not, 
we live in happy ignorance of our peril. 
After a while | actually began to feel 
safer on top of the buildings than on 
the street below. At least | knew | wasn't 
going to jump off. Of course, that was 
before the helicopter came and tried to 
blow me off. 


| stood in the basement of 311 South 
Wacker Drive with a city engineer 
named Jimmy Orlando. (Some of the 
names | use are real; others have been 
changed for reasons of privacy.) We 
were four stories beneath the earth, 
looking at the underpinnings of the 
world’s tallest reinforced-concrete 
structure. The air was wet and dark, 
with that musty chemical smell of new 
concrete. Jimmy paused in what would 
one day be underground parking, and 
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looked around with respect, as if we 
were in one of the great cathedrals of 
Europe. His job is to inspect new con- 
struction in the city of Chicago, so this 
must have been a familiar sight. He 
shook his head in quiet amazement, 
however, and said, “That's what's hold- 
ing her up.” pointing to the square pil- 
lars all around us in this wet cave, which 
was so vast that we could not see its 
farthest corners from where we stood— 
they simply vanished into deeper 
shadow. 

A building is a living thing. The un- 
imaginable crushing weight of it stands 
in equilibrium with the muscle of the 
earth itself, and together they tremble, 
pushing against each other like the 
motionless wrestling of equal Titans. 
Standing in the narthex as we were, | 
could feel the tension—! could hear the 
chimes of wind in the building's lungs 
above. Those muscles of concrete ex- 
hale the building's wet and labored 
chemical breath, and the forces, which 
have not yet settled (and which will not 
settle for another 50 years), are still so 
new and close to the surface that | had 
to ask myself, Who will win, earth or ax? 
And, Will it hold? 

“She's heavy,” Jimmy said softly, 
echoing my thoughts. “She's really 
heavy.” | liked him for having such re- 
spect for this place. It was just another 
pink-marble office building, but it was 
the work of the giants. Jimmy knew that 
he didn't have to tell me it was heavy— 
it was the same stuff that had buried 
that cabdriver. In fact, the cost of mas- 
Sivé construction was measured not 
only in dollars but in lives as well. The 
old-timers used to say, “A man a mil- 
lion"—one man killed for every million 
dollars spent. But costs have gone up, 
and the modern equivalent is “One man 
for every seven stories.” 

Jimmy took me into the construction 
office, where | was introduced to the 
quality-control engineer. | asked him a 
question about safety, and he laughed. 
“The developer couldn't care less if 
we built this building out of blood,” he 
told me. 

To get to the top we rode a plywood 
box suspended on a cable. At different 
floors men got on with materials—stone 
or wood or metal—and others got off. 
All the workers had on hard hats with 
balaciavas, gauntlet gloves, well-ripped 
quilted suits, and work boots scuffed 
to a pale suede. A naked light bulb 
above us provided eerie illumination, 
now and then flickering and going out, 
leaving us in blackness to listen to the 
railroad whistle of wind sucking up the 
shaft and out the unfinished levels of 
the skyscraper. A big man got on and 
someone asked him, “You working, 
Crozier, or are you just jacking off?" 

In response, Crozier pounded his 
chest and a cloud of marble dust 
formed around him. “Nah,” he said, “| 
just roll around in the dust.” His hard- 
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hat graffiti read, “Pissed On, Pissed 
Off." There were guys in there named 
Beetle Juice, Bunyon, and Maximum 
Sperm Buildup. The air was heavy with 
plywood and testosterone, acetylene 
and boot leather, wet cement and cig- 
aretie smoke. 

lt seemed as if a lot of them were 
trying out for the part of the macho 
construction worker in a movie. Hard 
words were so common that one had 
to be truly poetic to raise even a titter 
in this crowd: mere profanity would not 
do it. Everyone had heard everything 
before, and if someone died or was in- 
jured, the tribal ritual of exorcising death 
called for a callous and indifferent 
commentary that belied any display of 
real emotion. 

At level 46 a guy got on with a can 
of gasoline and several people lit up, 
as if to say, Oh, yeah? You can't scare 
me with that shit. Watch this, mother- 
fucker. | couldn't help thinking of the 
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“That stupid asshole 
was my best friend,” a man 
said, referring to one 
of the dead. Then he picked 
up a hammer and 
began hitting the board. There 
was no nail there, 
but he kept hitting it anyway. 


2. 
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two elevator workers in the Sears Tower 
next door who had been down in the 
shaft. hanging on ropes, cleaning the 
tracks with solvent. Sparks from an un- 
known origin dropped down the shaft. 
The solvent ignited and the two men 
were burned alive, hanging in the 
chimney. | heard a man say, “That stu- 
pid asshole was my best friend.” refer- 
ring to one of the dead. Then he picked 
up a hammer and began hitting the 
board where he'd been working. There 
was no nail there, but he kept hitting it 
anyway. 

Three-eleven, as they called the 
Building. is 71 stories tall, and when | 
first went up, | was too afraid of falling 
to notice my surroundings. My focus 
was out there in some undefined mid- 
dle distance, and | was never sure pre- 
cisely what | was looking at—I think | 
was looking around so fast, just check- 
ing to see if | was still alive, that | never 
fixed on anything at all. 

We become used to barriers that 
screen our view of the world—win- 
dows, walls, trees, the crowd on the 
street, the house next door—but up 
there, every time | turned a corner, | 


was flung into the air above the river, 
into the misty fires of civilization gnaw- 
ing on the shoreline of Lake Michigan. 
Blood-rust-and-brown tracks, the 
crisscross equation of transmission 
lines and relay towers, smokestacks 
and counterweights of rusted, ancient 
bridge scaffolding, and the slate-green 
lake meeting the bright winter sky 
somewhere out in the deep smoky dis- 
tance. Far below | could see the moun- 
tains of rust in an auto junkyard, where 
all steel dreams came to an end, and 
gulls wove helical patterns above it, 
swirling in ascending spirals up toward 
the energy of the sun. 

I'd be walking down a naked metal 
staircase, suddenly the view would 
open up, and I'd grab hold of whatever 
was nearby to assure myself that | was 
still attached, lest | float away. One day, 
standing up there in the wind on an 
open gangway nearly a thousand feet 
in the air over Chicago, | found myself 
with an unattached two-by-four in my 
hand, as if that could save me. (Well, a 
feather did the trick for Dumbo.) | was 
standing next to a great disordered pile 
of lumber, wire, conduit, tile, insulation, 
and discarded bolts. A carpenter came 
up the stairs at that moment, and | must 
have been squinting hard at the distant 
thing out there, because he did a dou- 
ble take. Then he said, "Don't get 
blowed off up here," smiled knowingly 
at me, and walked on by, pushed along 
by the wind that was a raw and con- 
Stant fact of life. 

A man who'd overheard said, “That's 
sage fucking advice.” And he walked 
on by, too. (I later learned that people 
don't want to be near a guy when he 
falls, because it might reflect badly on 
them.) 

| think that was the day | finally got 
myself up on that building in spirit as 
well as body, the day | learned to forget 
about the great void, which I'd been 
watching way too hard, as if it might 
snatch me away without warning. | 
laughed and threw the two-by-four 
down and began to relax. Yeah. | 
thought, Don't get blowed off up here. 
There's nothing magical or special 
about that void. It's the same void that 
Surrounds us on the ground. It's just 
that when we're up there, the junk is 
cleared away and we can see it. That 
taxi Oriver, that undertaker—they never 
got to look it square in the eye before 
it got them. 

| always thought there was some- 
thing mysterious about building these 
big buildings, but after being up there 
a while, | came to understand that it's 
all just men and work. The hand, the 
wrench, the eye. There is no secret. It's 
just like me in my garage on a week- 
end, clutching a claw hammer. Ply- 
wood, two-by-fours, Sawzall, and 
pocketknives. The insulation is the 
same stuff you can buy at the hardware 
Store. There's just more of it. 


| stood on 69 and watched a man in 
coveralls set a scarred and paint- 
stained wooden ladder against a stick 
of aluminum that would one day be a 
window frame, The ladder leaned 
against this thin metal strut, beyond 
which was nothing—the mind-sucking 
view, the city shrouded in vapors—and 
then he climbed up the ladder to the 
top and stood there, wobbling, with 
scudding clouds passing below him 
and the wind whipping his hair. He let 
go of the ladder with both hands and 
began to bang furiously on a nail. 

Strange things happen from this per- 
spective. Each time he scuffed his toe 
over the edge in a puff of concrete dust, 
his Red Wing work shoe appeared to 
cover up a city park, crushing trees and 
obliterating play equipment. His fist, 
with which he held on to a steel brace, 
seemed to demolish an office building, 
His head annihilated a section of free- 
way, and cars appeared to stream in 
one ear and out the other. 

When the first Anglo-Saxon peoples 
came to southwest England 1,400 years 
ago, they found the ruins of massive 
stone buildings, which the Romans had 
left behind, and called that construc- 
tion “the work of the giants.” So it was 
on our modern towers, Even as | saw 
the man’s toe block out an entire rail 
yard in the city below, | understood what 
we were doing up there—we were re- 
capturing the work of the giants. 

Beside him now: a crew on a scaf- 
folding, an equally precarious spot; an 
arc welder working, a cascade of 
sparks, hallucinations of a woman's hair. 
The phantasmagoric cataract flowed 
down the side of the building, swirled 
in eddies, and was carried off by the 
wind. 

The wind had come up in earnest. It 
was an effort for me just to stay in one 
spot. | had heard from the men that 
sometimes the wind got up to 70 miles 
per hour, ripping nailed-down plywood 
sheets away from wooden studs bur- 
ied in concrete and tearing guardrails 
free from their moorings. | sat down on 
a concrete block, trying to ignore the 
sensation that | was being sucked out 
into the air, and then noticed something 
that had escaped my divided attention 
until that point—!| was the only one up 
there without a safety harness. 


One morning a group of us stood wait- 
ing in the dank chamber below ground, 
where curds of concrete had been 
troweled to look like the icing on a cold 
and melancholy cake. We were waiting 
to go on top, and | passed the time 
watching a woman named Barb, who 
was engaged in conversation with a 
young carpenter. She sat on a wire 
spool and he was on a cinder block. 
They were just bullshitting, waiting for 
the eternal elevator. He had a Sawzall 
in one hand and a carbide circular-saw 
blade in the other. Every once in a while 


as they talked, she'd wallop him on the 
leg with a punch that would have raised 
a welt on pine. She wore a hard hat and 
spectacles, and had a Cigarette 
gripped in her teeth. With her head 
down like that, spouting a continuous 
string of invectives (which would have 
made a wharf rat blush), | might have 
mistaken her for one of the boys. But 
at one point she took off her hard hat 
and stood up. She had short hair, reg- 
ular features, and bright, laughing eyes. 
| could see her shape moving inside 
her coveralls; she was all woman, but 
she was all muscle, too, with narrow 
hips and sinewy arms. 

she sat down and put her hard hat 
on again, and as she talked about her 
“fucking old man,” she absently tore up 
bits and scraps of materials that she 
found in her immediate vicinity. | could 
see how shy she was beneath the bra- 
vado, and thought how lonely she must 
be on a job like this—not just because 
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Barb wore a hard hat and 
spectacles. | could 
see her shape moving inside 
her coveralls: She 
was all woman, but she was 
all muscle, too, with 
narrow hips and sinewy arms. 


she was a woman, although certainly 
that must have made it even more in- 
tense. It was lonely for everyone, and 
the loneliness was made worse by the 
fact that all of us knew somebody who'd 
been killed. We were all passing around 
the same loaded gun, and those of us 
who had any sense at all understood 
that it wasn't any safer on the ground. 

When it seemed that no one else was 
listening, Barb's voice softened and she 
talked intimately with the young man at 
her side. “It's windy as shit up there 
today,” he said. 

“Yeah, | hate it when it's like that,” 
she responded. 

"Yeah, | hate it," he echoed softly, 
sadly. 

She reached over and coyly stuck 
her finger into the hole in the middle of 
his carbide saw blade and gingerly took 
it from him. This was a man who would 
not ordinarily give up his saw blade, 
not without a fight, but | saw him look 
at her and smile. She smiled, too, and 
there was a moment, a connection, be- 
fore he averted his eyes shyly, looking 
at her finger in the hole. Then the ten- 
derness seemed to loom between them 


like a danger even bigger than the 
building that surrounded us, and he 
suddenly came to his senses. 

Death was one thing, a man could 
face that. But love—now, there was 
some scary shit. 

“Hey, look out with that,” he said 
gruffly. “Those cost a dollar ninety-nine 
at Wal-Mart." He reached for his saw 
blade, but.she pulled it out of his reach. 

“Oh, yeah?” she said, suddenly back 
on guard, and she spun the blade on 
her finger and lunged at his crotch with 
it. He whipped up his Sawzall to de- 
fend himself. 


One day | was at the hospital with a 
construction worker who had fallen. He 
had not fallen far, maybe 40 feet. It was 
not a spectacular accident by any 
means—most of them aren't. His name 
was Lawrence Goers, and he was a 
big man. My first impression when | saw 
him in the trauma unit was that he'd 
been in an explosion. The waistband 
of his jeans, with thermal underwear 
beneath, was all that remained of the 
wonderful warmth we wear up there— 
the overalls, T-shirt, plaid flannel shirt, 
and then the Walls Blizzard Pruf quilted 
over-suit. All of that lay in tatters around 
him, revealing his powerful body. His 
naked white skin rose and fell with tor- 
tured respiration as he struggled to 
overcome this terrible indignity. 

Everything was broken—his lungs, 
his ribs, his face. His eyes were swollen 
shut, his nose and mouth covered with 
the blood that oozed around the tubes 
and right out of his ears. Beneath the 
hammered mask of his face, his brain 
was damaged, too. A piece of bone 
had come out through his leg, severing 
a blood vessel; he'd lost a lot of blood. 
We grieve most for those we love most, 
and now he was grieving for the ulti- 
mate loss: himself. Even his heart was 
broken. As the dozen or so trauma 
doctors and nurses worked on him, a 
radio someone had set up on a counter 
played the Beatles, softly singing, “If | 
needed someone to love, you're the one 
that I'd be thinking of.” 

| visited Lawrence Goers in the in- 
tensive-care unit during the following 
days. He never regained conscious- 
ness. All he knew was that he went to 
work one day in the usual way, and then 
he was flying through the air above the 
city. On the fourth day he died. 


We were on the roof at 311 South 
Wacker. We called it “71," because 
there were 71 flights of stairs between 
us and lunch, but it was actually the 
roof. | looked down at the airplanes 
landing at Meigs Field. There was no 
railing, just our fragile perch in the sky, 
like a butte in a mysterious canyon in 
a land that had existed only in our 
wildest dream, but now, bit by insidious 

bit, had become real. 
| had been out there since before 
CONTINUED ON PAGE 120 
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SATIRE BY BILL LEE 


Daryl Hannah broke off her long-standing relationship with Or- 
son Welles when she discovered he was dead. “Actors really 
know how to hide their true feelings,” she told her closest friends. 


Jane Fonda, who became a sex symbol for her first husband, 

Roger Vadim, and a political activist for her second, Tom Hay- 

den, will marry Ronald McDonald and become a large burger 
with a side order of fries. 


Michael Jackson will reverse some of the massive plastic sur- 
gery he's undergone over the years. In an attempt to return to 
his original baritone sound, he's decided to re-attach his penis. 


Yes, it's true—Warren Beatty has been romantically linked to the 
Radio City Rockettes and all women under the age of 45 in the 
area of California between Carmel and San Diego. 


Keep your eyes open for the new live motion-picture version of 
Bugs Bunny, starring Sean Penn and Roseanne Barr in torrid 
sex scenes. (Only bunnies can be that hot.) 


Jack Nicholson recently inked a contract with NOW productions 
fo portray the title role in The Betty Friedan Story—for a rumored 
$90 million and parts of downtown Pasadena, 


Penthouse presents the 
media wag’s view of Tinseltown’'s 
favorite indoor sport. 


Cher has finally announced her plans to marry her long-standing Yes, it's true—Warren Beatty has been romantically linked to all 
live-in lover, Pee-wee Herman. “| was so excited, | forgot to take women under the age of 74 in Lapland. 
my birth-control pill last night,” said Pee-wee. 


The real Joan Collins died of old age ten years ago, and her Local wags are talking about the top-secre! personality trans- 


daughter, Joan Jr., was done up and coiffed to match and re- plant developed by the specialists at Santa Barbara General 
place Mom. So forget about all of that “Ain't she great for that Hospital, but the jury is still out on whether this will aid the 
age” talk, because she’s only 26 years old! careers of Danny Quayle and Sly Stalione. 


That romantic duo, Kim Basinger and Prince, are expecting the Yes, it's true—Warren Beatty has been romantically linked, fi- 
Stork this autumn. That's right, folks, Prince is pregnant! nally and definitely, to all women! 
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ARTICLE 


Rural America has become the 
domain of the new bootleggers, whose 
“home-brewea speed means 
major problems for the government's 
War on Drugs. 


MADE IN THE 


wae 


NV CUMMINGS 


Y JO 
Leonard's tather and grandfather 
were bootleggers who brewed moonshine. 
Leonard was a bootlegger of 
sorts, too, Out he “cooked speed instead. 
The difference between generations 1S 
though all were born into poverty, Is that 
Leonard made a lot more money 
with his drug, which ts far more lethal than 
the home-brewed corn whiskey that 
sold for about eight dollars a gallon. Making 
speed, Leonard says, made him an 


PHOTOGRAPH BY JEFF GLANCZ 


instant entrepreneur. With about $500 
of chemicals and glassware, he says. 
he could make $20,000 worth of speed. 
Leonard says he wasnt sure how much 
money he made in his brief drug ca- 
reer, but adds, “It were a lot, He says 
he can recall limes when he walked 
around with as much as $30,000. Most 
of that money, he says, was spent on 
“booze, pussy, and cars.” 

Leonard, who agreed to be inter- 
viewed with the proviso that his last 
name not be used, has lots of time to 
reflect on this now, because the only 
thing he cooks today are other inmates’ 
meals at a rural East Texas jail. 

Dressed in his orange prison garb, 
he sat back and let the cigarette smoke 
roll out of his mouth as he talked about 
making methamphetamine, Known var- 
iously aS speed, crank, crystal, and now 
a further-refined drug popularly called 
ice—a crystal that can be smoked like 
crack. 


Leonard tells the improbable-sound- 


In Sylmar, California, the caller trying 
to get through to the Los Angeles of- 
fice of the Drug Enforcement Admin- 
istration got a busy signal. Frus- 
trated, he called the Bureau of 
Alcohol, Tobacco, and Firearms next 
and reported that there were pecu- 
liar activities at a local warehouse. But 
A.T.F bounced the information back 
to the D.E.A, Stuck with the call, the 
D.E.A. sent an agent to check things 
out. 

At dusk a pickup truck pulled up 
to the warehouse, carrying a large, 
bulging box. Two men got out of the 
pickup and entered the building, and 
the box was carried by forklift into the 
warehouse. Soon, a silver Lincoln 
Town Car appeared and the two men 
who had arrived in the pickup drove 
off in the Lincoin, The men from the 
Lincoln drove off in the pickup. 

By 4:30 the next afternoon, a task 
force of D.E.A. and A.T.F agents, and 
officers from five Los Angeles police 
departments, had surrounded the 
warehouse. In a garbage bin they 
found a cut-up cardboard box that 
revealed traces of cocaine. The case 
began in earnest when a red Dodge 
Aries pulled up to the warehouse. The 
driver brought a large box out of the 
warehouse, put it in the trunk of the 
Car, and drove off, The agents fol- 
lowed the Aries to a diner, where an- 
other switch of drivers occurred. The 
new driver entered the freeway and 
tried to lose the tail in traffic. Sud- 
denly, he exited, parked, walked into 
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ing story of staying awake for a period 
of 28 straight days while high on crank. 
When he finally fell asleep, he says, “It 
were five day aforn | woked up.” 

Whether his “high” lasted quite that 
long or not, Leonard did experience 
something common to crank users: 
hallucinations. At one point, he says, 
he saw an elephant standing alongside 
a road where he was ariving. “| know d 
it weren't there, but | seen it just the 
same, he says, 

Speed, the production of which has 
become a cottage industry in rural 
America, can be snorted and injected 
as well as smoked. The profile of the 
average user is, like Leonard, blue-col- 
lar, mid-twenties, and male. But that, 
drug authorities say, is changing, 

speed, or crank, is now sweeping the 
country, and some experts think that it 
might one day replace cocaine as the 
country’s drug of choice. It sells for 
about $50 to $100 per gram on the 
street. 


BY RUDY LANGLAIS 


a fast-food stand, and slid down ina 
booth. As the narcs entered the res- 
taurant, he jumped up and sat next 
to another man in a bus driver's uni- 
form. | 

“Who's your friend?" one agent 
asked the man in uniform. 

“| don't know the guy,” he said, “He 
just Game over and sat down.” 

"So, you mind telling us your 
name?” 

“Ronald Reagan,” said the man they 
had been following. 

In the trunk of the Aries, the agents 
found 20 kilos of cocaine, neatly 
packed bricks wrapped in plastic. 
Each was stamped with a logo— 
‘Juan Valdez, Bush, Ford"—that in- 
dicated either where the cocaine had 
come from or where it was going. On 
one of the packets was emblazoned 
“Coca-Cola, the Spark of Life.” 

By 9 pm. the agents at the ware- 
house had secured a search warrant 
and entered the building. The ware- 
house was filled with a maze of boxes 
stacked halfway to the ceiling. One 
of the agents cut open one of the 
boxes. 
rt Christ.” he called out. “Look 

is m 


Inside were hundreds of bricks of 
cocaine. He cut open a second box. 
lt was filled with money. The other 
agents began opening boxes. Each 
contained either money or cocaine. 
In the warehouse office, they discov- 
ered a mother lode of records of 
shipments and transactions and 


at 


In testimony before a congressional 
committee last October, James N. Hall 
of the Up Front Drug Information Cen- 
ter in Miami, Florida. said that meth- 
amphetamine was becoming Ameri- 
cas domestically produced cocaine 
and that it was now available on the 
streets of Miami—a place where co- 
caine had monopolized the drug trade. 

Hall said that abuse of speed is rap- 
idly spreading, and the number of 
deaths and medical emergencies 
caused by methamphetamine has 
doubled over the past three years. "Its 
desired effects [among users] and long 
duration of action make it attractive to 
abusers as drug of choice where its 
supply has been made available,” said 
Hall, who conducted a major study of 
the substance for the National Institute 
on Drug Abuse. And, as Hall noted, 
crank has fewer legal risks for the pro- 
ducer than cocaine because crank is 
a home-grown drug that has no bor- 
ders to cross or Customs inspectors 


ONCE UPON ATIME IN MEXICO 


names of people they'd never heard 
of. During the night, the agents ar- 
rested two more men connected to 
the warehouse. 

By morning the agents in the ware- 
house finally had a count on the co- 
caine and cash—$12,285,000 in cash 
and 21 tons of coke worth $6 billion. 
According to estimations by the U.S. 
government, this was equal to one- 
fifth of all the cocaine consumed by 
Americans in a year. 

Confusion reigned in Los Angeles 


_after the bust. Who were these men 


who had been arrested? How had 
Mexicans managed to smuggle such 
d large quantity of cocaine into Los 
Angeles? None of those arrested had 
a criminal record or showed up as a 
suspect in any L.A, files. But while 
narcotics agents turned their atten- 
tion to finding the ultimate recipients 
of the drugs, the U.S. attorney's of- 
fice tried to piece together a case 
against the men who had been ar- 
rested in Los Angeles. 

It was not simply another drug bust. 
The extraordinary volume of cocaine 
set a world record. “This,” said the 
D.E.A.’s Texas bureau chief, Phil Jor- 
dan, “was the cream of the crop. From 
now on our sense of the dimensions 
of cocaine trafficking worldwide will 
be defined by this bust.” 

The bust, therefore, provided a look 
inside the most remarkable cocaine 
deal ever fashioned, as well as the 
creation of the new cocaine route to 
America called “the Trampoline,” the 
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and drug agents to evade. And what it 
portends is major problems for a gov- 
ernment that has set its sights on seal- 
ing borders and interdicting ships and 
planes from South America. 

Hall believes that most of the drugs 
consumed in America during the 1990s 
will be produced in America, And 
speed is a drug that technically can be 
produced anywhere a makeshift lab 
can be set up. Hall pointed this out 
when he testified: “Production in traf- 
ficking ... attracts new criminal-enter- 
prise groups who are lured by high 
profits and fewer legal risks than are 
associated with international drug op- 
erations.” 

Speed is, in short, made in the United 
States. And it is promoted by its pro- 
ducers as ‘America’s drug” in much the 
same manner that American car man- 
ufacturers talk about Japanese im- 
ports. 

Though it takes very little space to 
produce speed, its illegal manufactur- 
ers usually use abandoned farms and 
rural areas because the drug emits a 
putrid, telltale odor during its manufac- 
turing process. So rural America has 
become the home of the percolating 
labs, and impoverished East Texas a 
particular haven due to its abundance 
of open land. And because this area is 
the petrochemical center of the nation, 
the precursor chemicals, or basic in- 
gredients, needed to make the drug 
are more readily available, though the 
government is now cracking down and 
trying to restrict their sale. 

The Drug Enforcement Administra- 
tion calls the crank market a $3 billion- 
a-year business that is growing—not 
just in rural areas of America where it 
is produced and has become so pop- 
ular, but in cities as well. 

In Beaumont, Texas, U.S. Attorney 
Bob Wortham's office has prosecuted 
some of the major speed cases in the 
country, and he sees crank as “the 
emerging drug of the 1990s.” Wortham, 
who successfully prosecuted a Texas 
sheriff for operating a crank-trafficking 
organization, describes crank as the 
poor man’s cocaine because one dose 
can keep someone high for six to eight 
hours, while cocaine's effect barely lasts 
30 minutes. 

According to Wortham, motorcycle 
gangs’ activities revolve around crank 
rather than cocaine because it is often 
their stock-in-trade, paying for their life- 
style and high-priced motorcyles. “They 
have a major share of the speed mar- 
ket,” he says. But he adds that there 
are lots of Leonards around, too. 

Leonard's background is typical of 
the kind of people who produce speed, 
He grew up in the Hill Country of Ken- 
tucky, where moonshine was the cash 
crop of the dirt-poor farmers who in- 
habited the area, And like moonshine 
stills, speed labs seem impossible to 
wipe out. As soon as one is raided, two 


more take its place. 

Leonard was one of 11 children whom 
his parents couldn't begin to feed. (He 
is serving time for burglary, not drug 
charges.) In his early teens, he says, 
he ran away from home and moved in 
with two women. Leonard had learned 
the brewing process at his father’s knee 
and applied this knowledge when he 
came to the pinewoods of the East 
Texas oil country to become a speed 
cook. Rural areas of America such as 
East Texas will produce more than 50 
tons of the crystalline drug this year. 

These speed labs can be highly so- 
phisticated, and are sometimes pro- 
tected with booby traps, as was dis- 
covered recently in rural Rains County, 
Texas. A lab in one area was guarded 
by a pet cougar. Or they can be, and 
often are, very crude operations housed 
in trailer parks, cheap motels, or even 
mobile homes, like a lab that was found 
inside a Winnebago parked at a rest 
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Speed is promoted by 
its producers as “America’s 
drug” in much the 
same manner that American 
car manufacturers 
talk about Japanese imports. 
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stop on an interstate highway. 

According to D.E.A. figures, seizures 
of illegal labs such as these have in- 
creased nationwide from less than 200 
in 1981 to 775 in 1987. 

Leonard not only dealt in the drug, 
but was, of course—like most deal- 
ers—-a user. And he can attest to the 
drug's potency. He compares its ef- 
fects to the euphoria of driving 200 
miles per hour. The drug pushes the 
user's metabolism to an incredible level 
and makes them paranoid and often 
violent. 

The drug is similar to the speed that 
was popular in the 1960s and 1970s, 
found in pills prescribed by doctors to 
patients who wanted to lose weight or 
to college students for use during all- 
night study sessions. Such drugs carne 
under strict federal control after nu- 
merous abuses were reported. 

Until recently, its use had been con- 
fined primarily to motorcycle gangs 
such as the Banditos and truckers, who 
coined the name crank. They inject it, 
or simply put it in their coffee to stay 
awake during long hauls. Users like 
Leonard say it heightens sexual aware- 


ness. But doctors say the crash from a 
methamphetamine high can be worse 
than that from cocaine. 

Though there are no finite statistics, 
an estimated two to three million Amer- 
icans are now believed to be using 
speed. Federal agents say its use is 
increasing in middle-class America, 
and drug dealers in big cities like New 
York and Boston find their customers 
asking for this “new” drug, which has 
actually rotated in cycles of popularity 
with cocaine throughout the current 
century. 

Recipes for speed, or crank, are as 
varied as the cooks themselves. And 
like many others, Leonard learned the 
blending part of his craft in prison, 
where time among incarcerated cooks 
is spent exchanging recipes. Leonard 
talks as easily about pH factors and 
percentages of acidity as a housewife 
discussing a recipe for holiday cook- 
ies. Everyone has their own personal 
formula. Leonard says that with his rec- 
ipe, the speed takes about 36 hours to 
prepare. 

The typical batch of methamphet- 
amine begins with precursor chemi- 
cals called phenylacetic acid and 
acetic anhydride. They are mixed to- 
gether with other chemicals in triple- 
necked glass flasks not unlike those 
Leonard's father and grandfather used 
to make moonshine. But unlike moon- 
shine, the bubbling liquid speed can 
become a time bomb. 

The mixture is brewed for hours and, 
when cooled, becomes phenyl-2-pro- 
panone, or P2P It is the P2P that emits 
the unforgettable stench, something like 
a rancid cat-litter box. “You ain't never 
gonna smell nothin’ like that,” Leonard 
says, adding that he used to have to 
shower intermittently for four or five 
days after making speed to rid his body 
of the odor. 

Then the blending process begins, 
allowing the cook to separate the P2P 
from the rest of the distillate. Mercuric 
chloride, deadly when touched with the 
bare hand, is added along with other 
chemicals to turn the P2P mixture into 
methamphetamine. 

In the final process, the batch is 
cooked for another ten to 12 hours and 
cooled until it becomes an oily sub- 
stance resembling peanut butter. 
(Leonard says that he calls speed made 
ina kitchen “stove top.") 

Then comes the really dangerous 
part. 

The oil is reduced to powder by add- 
ing bleach or ethyl ether, creating a 
highly explosive mixture that has taken 
the lives of more than one cook in East 
Texas and elsewhere. Then the distil- 
late is reduced to a crystal-like powder. 

Leonard points out that the cook is 
also faced with other dangers. In the 
latter distilling process, he says, fumes 
from the mixture can overwhelm the 
cook and kill him if ventilation is inad- 
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| goof-up, say administration 


| U.S. envoy to Beijing), her 


to the insiders. Last year he 


| a White House aide: foreign 


| | fides that the veep and 


jail, ON ADENTIAL 


BY SHARON CHURCHER 


tocol-conscious, and they 
expect every member of 
the party to show at func- 
tions. But Jennifer said she 
wasn't going to one event 
in the Great Hall of the 
People because she 
wanted to shop. She said, 
‘Tell them I'm sick. The Chi- 

| hese were really con- 
cerned. They wanted to 
send a doctor.” Bush offi- 
cials managed to persuade 
their hosts that this wouldn't 
be necessary. 

After Bush became pres- 

| ident, Fitzgerald took over 

| at the State Department for 
a career diplomat who sel- 

| dom had to leave Washing- 
ton when he was deputy 
protocol chief. But Jennifer 
soon began hopping 
around the world, as “es- 
cort officer” to presidential 
delegations representing 
Bush at such rites as the 
King of Morocco's celebra- 
tion of the “29th anniver- 
sary of the Feast of the 
Throne.” 

When we called to in- 
quire about this, we were 
assured by a Fitzgerald as- 
sistant that her travels were 
necessitated by “the way 
her job is structured.” The 
assistant added, “It's very 
inaccurate to say she 

| pleaded sickness to go 
shopping in China. She's a 
very conscientious person.” 
Not at all obsessed with 
shopping, the assistant 
continued. 

Shortly after this conver- 
sation, the U.S. Customs 

| Service disclosed that it 


GEORGE BUSH’S 
OTHER WOMAN 


Dan Quayle wasn't George 
Bush's only appointments 


insiders. They point to the 
embarrassing denouement 
of the President's elevation 
of the “other woman” in his 
life, 56-year-old Jennifer 
Fitzgerald, to a top State 
Department job. 

Contrary to tittle-tattle re- 
ported by a Los Angeles 
weekly during the 1988 
campaign, Fitzgerald has 
never been Bush's mis- 
tress, the insiders say. But 
as one of the President's 
closest and longest-serving 
aides (she was his execu- 
tive assistant when he was 


wifely familiarities—tike tips 
on his necktie colors—have 
made him increasingly de- 
pendent on her, according 


appointed her deputy chief 
of protocol, allowing her to 
continue to indulge two of 
her greatest passions on 
government time, charges 


travel—and shopping. 
‘Jennifer loves to shop 
when she travels,” the aide 
says. “When Bush was 
vice-president, Jennifer [as 
one of his aides] was on 
practically every foreign 
trip. The official party 
would arrive in a country, 
and she'd go shopping. 
“This caused real prob- 
lems on one visit to China. 
The Chinese are very pro- 


Off" Reagan have a lot in 
common. “One day, when 
we were planning a Quayle 
foreign tour, Mrs. Quayle's 
chief of staff walked into 
the room, sat down, and 
listened for a while. Then 
she complained, ‘You're 


Stories tipping Dan Quayle 
as a presidential hopeful 
make sense to a White 

| House source, who con- 


| Ronald “Wake Me if | Doze 
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| ber of the U.S. dele- 


| $1,300. 


| aide, “but | 


had fined Fitzgerald $648 for 
“misdescribing” two fur 
coats she had 
snapped up while 
she was in Argen- 
tina attending the 
1989 inauguration of 
President Carlos 
Menem as a mem- 


gation. “One coat was 
a raincoat that she had 
listed on her declaration 
as valued at $300, but 
actually it was lined 
with nutria fur,” said 
the agency's public 
affairs officer, Ed 
Kittredge. Customs 
officials valued the 
coat at $1,100. 
ohe hadn't de- 
clared the other 
coat, a silver-fox 
cape valued at 


“This should 
be the end of 
Jennifer,” sighs 
the White House 


doubt it.” Like 
several other 
Bush confidants 
interviewed for 
this story, the 
aide asked not 
to be identified, 
pleading fear of 
Fitzgerald. “She 
has a way of figur- 
ing out how to tor- 
pedo people,” ex- 
plains a Bush 
chum. “When she 
wants to cut you off 
at the Knee, she 
goes right to Bush.” 


overscheduling him; " 
the source recalls. 
“You have to realize,’ 
she said, ‘that the 
Vice-President's en- 
ergy level goes down 
in the middle of the 
afternoon: " 
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BY KEN BECK 


THEY’RE THE ULTIMATE 
EATING MACHINES. 
IRRATIONAL, LAZY, AND 
BRAINLESS, THEY OFTEN 
GO INTO A “FEEDING 
FRENZY’’ AROUND 
FOOD. BUT DON’T 
WORRY. ACCORDING TO 
DIVER NEAL WATSON, 
SHARKS DON’T LIKE THE 
TASTE OF PEOPLE. 


PHOTOGRAPHS 
BY JEFF ROTMAN 


ABOVE: REEF SHARK AT- 
TACKED BY GIANT 

BULL SHARK. RIGHT: 
WATSON FIGHTING 

WITH A BLACKTIP SHARK. 


Neal Watson swims with 
sharks for a living. A near-leg- 
endary American skin diver 
and holder of several world rec- 
ords in scuba diving, Watson 
won't go for a swim off the Flor- 
ida beaches but will wrangle 
with sharks underwater for 
both adventure and profit. 
“Sharks eat fish, not men,” the 
49-year-old Watson says with 
a wink and his trademark grin. 
“They'll bite you, but they 
won't eat you.” 

The first time we saw Neal 
Watson tangle with a shark, he 
haan t been snorkeling in the 
water more than five minutes 
and was already wrestling hap- 
pily with a six-and-a-half-foot 
lemon shark. Watson, holding 
tné snark by its dorsal fin and 
tail, rolled gleefully with it up to 
the surface and down along 
the sandy bottom of the small 
cay where we had dropped 
our anchor. It looked like alli- 
gator wrestling. Amazingly, 
Watson seemed able to actu- 
ally “steer” the shark, and to 
control! its power and thrust- 
ing. In the course of a week's 
diving, we were to see him 
work with a variety of sharks 
We came to both trust and mar- 
vel at his uncanny ability to 
make them Go just about any- 
thing he wanted. 

Our admiration for Watson's 
Skill is shared by many others 
in the underwater fraternity. 
Watson has acted as a stunt- 
man and shark handler for a 
variety of underwater film pro- 
jects, including “Sea Hunt,” 
the underwater-adventure TV 
series starring Lloyd Bridges, 
and for ABC's "20/20." 

But for Watson, sharks are 
more than just an occupation. 
They are soul mates and ad- 
versaries, a challenge to his 
physical prowess, his daring, 
and his lifelong quest for a big- 
ger thrill. 

Watson's interest in the 
sharks of the Bahamas devel- 
oped as his contact with them 
increased over the years. At 
the same time, public interest 
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in these formidable creatures 
grew with such phenomena as 
Jaws. This interest may be mor- 
bid—and in some cases it 
may even become lethal—but 
it reflects the kind of primal at- 
traction that sharks hold, not 
only for Neal Watson, but for 
us all. 

The first fossil record of 
sharks dates back to 400 mil- 
lion years ago. As is the case 
with much ocean life, evolu- 
tion of the species since then 
has not been dramatic. 
Though sharks are apex pred- 
ators, existing at the top of a 
food chain as carnivores prey- 
ing upon other fish, they are 
still relatively primitive and 
characterized by slow growth, 
late maturity, and a low repro- 
ductive rate. Of 350 known 
species, about 40 are repre- 
sented in the Bahamas, includ- 
ing lemon sharks, blacktips, 
hammerheads, nurse sharks, 
and tiger sharks. 

sharks exhibit a variety of 
odd, even macabre, physical 
and sensory characteristics 
that make them not only inter- 
esting and remarkable, but for- 
midable and challenging to 
divers like Watson. They do 
not, for instance, have a skele- 
ton: Their internal structure is 
made entirely of cartilage, a 
trait they share with skates 
and rays. This makes them re- 
markably strong and agile. 

sharks also have a variety 
of weird and highly efficient 
sensing mechanisms. While 
their eyesight is thought to be 
poor and best at low-light dis- 
crimination, their acute sense 
of smell has caused them 
to be dubbed “swimming 
noses.” A shark is able to de- 
tect one drop of blood in 19 mil- 
lion gallons of water over a 
half-mile away. They also 
have an acute ability to hear 
and feel sound vibrations and 
pulsations in the water both 
through their ears and 
through the “pit organs” that 
dot their bodies. 

Perhaps their strangest sen- 


sory capacity, however, is 
their ability to sense minute 
electromagnetic currents 
through electro-receptors lo- 
cated on their head. These re- 
ceptors are located in front of 
the mouth, which is itself locat- 
ed on the underside, not visi- 


er. 


ble to the shark itself. Thus, 
sharks cannot generally “see” 
what they are eating: They can 
feel it, they can hear it, they 
can sense it. Neal Watson 
would maintain that they can 
also taste it, for according to 
him, sharks don't like the 


117 


118 PENTHOUSE 


taste of people. 

The International Shark At- 
tack File was established in 
1958. It estimates that there 
are roughly 1,000 shark at- 
tacks annually, though only 40 
to 50 of these will be officially 
reported. Of those that are re- 
ported, roughly 40 percent 
will be fatal. Most attacks oc- 
cur in warm water (about 68 de- 
grees Fahrenheit), and more 
are on swimmers than divers. 
This is one of the reasons why 
Watson won't swim from a 
beach. It is speculated by 
some that swimmers on the sur- 
face look like seals and other 
fish prey of sharks. 

In any case, few doubt that 
sharks are the ultimate eating 
machines. Irrational, lazy, 
brainless, they will eat whatev- 
er is in front of them when they 
are hungry. Often they are de- 
scribed as going into a "feed- 
ing frenzy" around food, 
where they will rip and tear ra- 
paciously at food or at any- 
thing else that gets in their 
way. In many attacks, the 
shark is not seen before or af- 
ter, the only evidence of its 
presence being the gruesome 
aftermath of its deadly denti- 
tion. 

While sharks fill man with 
fear and loathing, man is in 
fact a much bigger predator of 
sharks than sharks are of men. 
Roughly 100,000 sharks a 
year are killed for either food 
or just the apparent sport of it. 
some conservationists believe 
that sharks are under a surviv- 
al threat similar to that facing 
other apex predators like the 
grizzly bear, lion, and tiger. 

Watson is the first to ex- 
press awe at the grace and 
power of these magnificent 
predators. To him they are to 
be respected—feared, per- 
haps—and never trusted. The 
dive-god in Watson ultimately 
sees the shark as a challenge 
to his kingdom, as a creature 
that must be faced and domi- 
nated, if only to prove that it 


can be done. Ot+—-,_ 
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OPPOSITE PAGE: WATSON 
WITH A BLACKTIP 

SHARK. ABOVE: RETREAT- 
ING TO A SHARK CAGE 

IS ONE ESCAPE OPTION. 
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dawn, when the city lights were spread 
out before us like an arcade game of 
heroic proportions. At night the total 
darkness of the air, the flickering yellow 
lights below, and the crisscrossing of 
the sky by the white landing lights of 
jets made these measureless dis- 
tances seem make-believe. We froze, 
but we froze in a dream, and in the 
dream we hoped for morning. 

Most of the men had been up there 
all night in a desperate attempt to un- 
bolt the great material tower. These 
cranes grow out of the center of build- 
ings as they grow. With block and 
tackle, they lift things that men cannot. 

Now the material tower had to be 
taken away, and the deadline for doing 
so was today. Everyone was tired and 
irritable, hurrying to meet the schedule 
of a helicopter that would arrive at 8 
A.M. to pick it off in a spectacular move 
that would draw police, crowds, and 
Federal Aviation Administration offi- 
cilals. The men who would remove the 
material tower were ironworkers. There 
are always many different unions rep- 
resented on a big construction site, but 
the ironworkers are the grand circus 
performers of the construction world. 
They climb the highest; they work with- 
out nets. When you see men up high 
on man-made structures, you can be 
sure you're looking at ironworkers. So 
this was a different kind of day up there. 
This was the big leaque of construction 
Work. 

At sunrise we cast a shadow that put 
a whole neighborhood in darkness. The 
morning rose bright after the storm of 
the previous day, but it was fast be- 
coming obvious that the sun was not 
going to melt the ice that had turned 
this building into a 71-story Popsicle 
and this circular concrete roof into a 
treacherous skating rink. Only the day 
before, four men had been almost lost 
when they tried to remove plywood 
sheets in a 65-mile-per-hour wind. 

Now the horizontal boom (or jib) of 
the crane, which extended about 150 
feet from its counterweights to its far 
tip, was swinging toward us. | was 
watching Dave's (the operator's) hands 
as, in the glass-enclosed cab, he 
flicked the levers with his skilled fin- 
gers, No one begrudged him his warm 
cocoon, his leather chair with armrests. 
Our lives depended on the flicking of 
his fingers, and most certainly the lives 
of the two ironworkers who were out on 
the very tip of the great yellow open- 
worked jib. 

The trolley that moves back and forth 
along the jib bearing the block and 
tackle had carried two intrepid men out 
there almost an hour ago, and they had 
used their eight-pound sledgeham- 
mers to knock several thousand pounds 
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of ice off the open metal framework. 
The trolley had left them out there, sus- 
pended over thin air with a 900-foot 
drop to the street, and from their perch 
they dismantled cables and worried 
pins out of frozen holes, standing on 
iron bars that were covered with an inch 
of ice, all the while clinging to life with 
nothing more than a free hand when 
they happened to have one. 

After a while | realized that the chop- 
per was coming. | could hear its idling 
engines from the earth far below. The 
police had blocked off the streets, and 
the helicopter had landed in a parking 
lot. | tiptoed to the edge, taking care 
not to slip on the ice, and peeked over. 
| saw that the helicopter had left its de- 
tachable fue! tanks on the ground so 
that it would carry as little weight as 
possible. The section of jib that it was 
picking up on the first lift weighed 
13,000 pounds, and the pilot did not 
want to carry anything he didn't need. 


e 
| think it was 
D. H. Lawrence who said 
that every year 
an anniversary passes 
unnoticed—the 
anniversary of your own 
death. Here | could 
celebrate that anniversary. 


% 


| found a man who worked for the 
company that leased the cranes, and 
asked him where | should try to be when 
the helicopter came up. “Get your back 
to something,” he said, putting his back 
against an aluminum strut that stuck out 
of the concrete floor al the very edge. 
| found another aluminum strut, which 
had a horizontal crosspiece, and when 
| put my back to it and stretched my 
arms out, | must have looked like Christ 
in a hard hat. | braced my foot against 
a heavy steel object in front of me on 
the deck. | could feel the aluminum bar 
behind me move, and | wondered how 
strong it was. | made the mistake of 
looking behind me to check, and saw 
that there was nothing between me and 
the drop to Franklin Street except that 
piece of aluminum. | was on the very 
edge and the aluminum cross sud- 
denly seemed very flimsy indeed. | was 
reconsidering my strategy when | heard 
the helicopter coming, and | knew that 
it was too late to move. If the helicopter 
downwash caught me while | was skat- 
ing on ice, I'd be blown off. 

There is no sound in nature that car- 
ries the premeditated malevolence of 


a Sikorsky Skycrane helicopter, the 
savage mechanical scream of its jet 
engines, the malicious whistling of ro- 
tors, and the pealing waves that tear at 
clothes and snatch eyeglasses away. 
As the stupendous orange-and-green 
contraption peeked over the rim of the 
concrete roof, it rose into our line of 
sight like a hot rod from hell. It was 
stripped down to stark essentials. No 
decoration adorned its unclad en- 
gines, whose tubing and drive shafts 
were visible in all their greasy, smoking 
reality. The only frill was the name 
someone had taken the trouble to paint 
on the nose, “Incredible Hulk." The 
bubble windows and long, thin legs 
have always tempted people to liken 
this beast to a great insect, but | would 
rather have faced a swarm of 10.000 
hornets up there that day. 

In fact, | did, The rotor sucked Up 
chips of ice, grains of sand, bent nails, 
and bits of concrete from the roof’s sur- 
face and flung them at us like 10,000 
hornets. The wind beat against us, fu- 
riously trying to dislodge us from our 
feeble perch. 

The forces involved cannot be imag- 
ined. Despite the fact that it was a clear, 
cold day, the rotating wing actually 
creamed the air until a steaming white 
froth of water vapor surrounded the 
oreat circle of six blades. That conden- 
sation instantly turned to ice crystals, 
hung there, and then dissipated as the 
helicopter rode on its own copious 
blast. 

The moment the helicopter had ap- 
peared over the rim of the roof, several 
men had fallen flat on their face and 
hugged the icy concrete for dear life. 
A few feet ahead of me, a man lost his 
hard hat in the rotor downwash, and it 
went past me like a white cannonball, 
disappearing over the side. |t was all | 
could do to hang on to the aluminum 
cross to which | was nailed by the col- 
umn of air that stood like an elephant 
in the center of my chest. 

But none of that was as amazing to 
me as the ironworkers, who stood 15 
feet from me, alone, unsupported, and 
leaned with all their weight into the wind 
and worked, All | could do was hang 
on and cringe. One man, incredibly, still 
stood on the jib, whanging away at a 
recalcitrant four-inch pin with a sledge- 
hammer. His only safety harness was 
his gloved hand, wrapped around a 
yellow stee! support that glittered with 
a layer of ice. 

A moment later the pin popped out 
and the great jib cut loose and floated 
in air as if by magic, The man leapt free 
to the roof and the helicopter lifted 
away, bearing its magnificent load. 
Then the beast and the sound were 
gone, and | stood trembling on the 
edge, looking down at the cars creep- 
ing past below us and thinking this was 
too much, way too much, for a Satur- 
day morning. 


| Knew that nothing would ever quite 
match the excitement of that day— 
nothing | wanted to do just yet, any- 
way—but | continued to go up, and | 
got to know the building well, as (| 
imagine) whalers get to know whales. 

A quarter to seven in the morning and 
the whole building was working, all the 
way up, and only the topmost stories 
remained completely open to the wind. 
That was where | was headed, be- 
cause that was where I'd find the place 
George Orwell called Room 101, the 
place Winston Smith was taken to fi- 
nally break his spirit in the novel 1984, 
“The thing that is in Room 101," said 
his captor, O'Brien, “is the worst thing 
in the world. The worst thing in the world 
varies from individual to individual. It 
may be burial alive, or death by fire, or 
by drowning, or by impalement, or 50 
other deaths. There are cases where it 
is some quite trivial thing, not even fa- 
tal." Whatever it was, that was the point 
of the exercise for me: Wherever peo- 
ple found Room 101, that's where | 
wanted to be—to see how they man- 
aged it and how it worked on them. 
And | knew that on this project, | could 
always find Room 101 on the top floor. 

The elevator went to 66 and then it 
was stairs from there on up to 71. As 
the doors opened, the wind caught us 
and sucked us out of the plywood box 
and onto the concrete apron, and we 
were thrust very quickly face-to-face 
with the city, stretched below and 
howling. It was the middle of winter and 
a blizzard was on the way. Coming to 
work in the morning, I'd see people 
bundled up, pulling their coats around 
themselves, and I'd wonder if they knew 
what real cold was like. 

| passed a few men working and a 
welding unit flared, spilling out a cat- 
aract of sparks. A man stood on a 
wooden ladder, hanging over the street 
as though he were practicing some kind 
of circus stunt, hammering a nail up- 
side down. | trudged on, watching the 
sky, the whirling skirts of that dark 
dancer, descending on us slowly from 
the northwest, | turned another flight, 
then another, passing by the remnants 
of the giant yellow crane, which had 
been put together with bolts the size of 
my forearm and nuts far bigger than 
mine. 

| climbed and climbed on exposed 
steel stairs toward the summit, and as 
| went, | met workers coming down. | 
was looking around, marveling at the 
fact that | could put one foot in front of 
the other, 68, 70 stories above the 
ground, with nothing separating me 
from the whistling air. | had been terri- 
fied of heights before this job, but now 
| had become ... well, not used to 
them, but at least resigned to the idea 
of facing them. At the end of each day, 
l'd feel elated that I'd done it again, 
cheated the devil, as they say. | let go 
of the handrail as | reached the top 


steps. | was a baby, learning to walk, 

Suddenly, all the partitions dropped 
away, and | was climbing narrow metal 
stairs that were naked in the sky, open 
to the panorama of the city, the lake- 
shore, and the minute insect automo- 
biles below. Low clouds passed be- 
neath me as | worked my way higher 
and higher. 

| was so distracted by the view that 
| had ceased to notice something when 
| passed a certain point in my ascent: 
No other workers were coming down, 
and there were no sounds of work 
reaching my ears. The final staircase 
was half the width of the others and the 
railing had not been bolted to the con- 
crete structure, so it swung in the 
breeze. | learned new rules for life al- 
most every day up there: Don't hold on 
to anything too tightly, because you 
might find yourself leaning on some- 
thing that’s not attached. 

So it was that | discovered, as | 
reached the very top of the building, 
that | was completely alone up there. 
All the other workers had fled down- 
ward because it was too windy to keep 
working. At least five floors below me 
were now abandoned, and | was 
standing on a circle of concrete no big- 
ger than half a tennis court, with noth- 
ing but a dark, snowy sky above (and 
below) me and whipping air on all sides. 

| sat up there for a long time, just me 
and the concrete and the wind. The 
open floors below were |ike a whale- 
bone, and the wind strummed it until it 


sang a deep, vibrating song. | heard a 
siren calling from the city. There are not 
many places where we can look our 
own death right in the eye. but this is 
one of them. | think it was D. H. Law- 
rence who said that every year an an- 
niversary passes unnoticed—the an- 
niversary of your death. Here | could 
celebrate that anniversary. | could walk 
right to the edge and look at it. 

| stood up and went to the roof's 
edge. Now | saw the winter storm com- 
ing upon us, and | stayed to watch as 
the wind picked up and snow began. 
The silver lady on top of the Chicago 
Board of Trade vanished in a white 
whirling gyre. and the dancing fabric 
of snow blew straight up, twisting into 
the sky above me. | heard the whimsi- 
cal, indifferent song that the wind 
played in the reeds of concrete below 
me and understood that | was now in 
the icy organs of the sky. | had been 
swallowed, and the willowy silver 
moved and shifted about me until the 
whole city—and the lake as well—had 
disappeared from view and nothing but 
whiteness remained, whiteness and the 
eternal wind.Ot—_ 


Do you have an unusual or danger- 
ous job that would be an interesting 
subject for an article in an upcom- 
ing issue of Penthouse? Let us know. 


Dial (900) 568-3000. The charge is 
$2.00 for the first minute and 75 


cents for each additional minute. 


“Read that part again about black 
holes sucking up the universe and everything in it.” 


121 


CONTINUED FROM PAGE 107 


equate, so they often wear surgical-type 
masks to protect themselves. Inhaling 
the fumes can be fatal within minutes, 
drug agents say. 

Because crank cooks need a lot of 
water for distilling and electricity to run 
heating units, on occasion law-en- 
forcement officials have been able to 
pinpoint labs simply by checking water 
or electric bills. 

Speed production also poses a se- 
rious environmental hazard. Cooks 
often dump the residual liquid into riv- 
ers, lakes, or streams, or simply in 
ditches where it then seeps into the 
ground. In buildings used as labs, it 
can permeate floors, walls, and car- 
pets. 

Bob Surovec, a D.E.A. lab specialist 
in Houston, maintains that cleaning up 
a lab site can cost the seizing agency 
as much as $10,000. "Several agents 
have become ill,” Surovec says. “Agents 
who have been in one lab too many 
complain of headaches and nausea, 
dizziness''—even though they wear 
protective clothing. Surovec adds that 
fumes from the drug have also caused 
kidney, liver, and lung damage. 

According to Ray McKinnon, former 
chief of the D.E.A.’s dangerous-drug 
investigations section, the agency may 
be required to remove as much as six 
feet of topsoil from one clandestine lab 
posing as a California farm. Last year 
agents raiding an Arkansas farm used 
as a meth lab found dead pigs, goats, 
and cows, the result of chemical seep- 
age into groundwater. 

There is no one profile that fits the 
crank trafficker. One was a fundamen- 
talist preacher in Missouri. Two others 
were veterinarians in Washington State. 
Of the hundreds of stories and cases 
involving crank, in Texas or elsewhere, 
none is more infamous than that of 
James Wade. Wade was not your run- 
of-the-mill drug dealer. He was the 
sheriff and chief law-enforcement offi- 
cer of Orange County, an area tucked 
away in the oil patch of southeast Texas 
bordering Louisiana. 

ltis, by and large, a poor area whose 
existence has been made even more 
harsh by falling oil prices and layoffs in 
the refineries that dot the landscape 
between Houston and New Orleans. 
You don't need a road sign to tell you 
that you're entering Orange County— 
you can smell the chemicals from the 
refineries rising in the air, 

Wade's story began in late 1985 when 
his deputies seized a mobile crank lab 
housed inside an R.V. parked in a rest 
area on Interstate 10, east of Beau- 
mont. And it was then, the government 
said at Wade's trial in 1988, that Wade 
was seduced (mark that word!) by the 
money that could be made in drugs 
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(though the amount Wade actually 
made before he was arrested turned 
out to be little more than $20,000). 
Wade was defeated in his 1988 pri- 
mary reelection campaign after the 
government made public affidavits from 
FB.!. agents Zack Shelton and Roger 
Humphrey stating that Wade was ha- 
rassing two key witnesses, a drug traf- 
ficker named Donnie Flowers and a 
former sheriff's deputy, Donald Duhon. 
The FB.|. affidavit said that Wade had 
even gone as far as seeking an arrest 
warrant for Flowers and that he was 
bold enough to give Flowers speed- 
making equipment when Duhon was 
present. 

Flowers, who had been an informant 
for Wade, was the government's main 
witness. In 1986, Flowers testified, 
Wade called to say that he was inter- 
ested in getting into the methamphet- 
amine business because “we can make 
a lot of money” with speed. Flowers said 


« 


“| could do anything if | had 
my shit together,” 
Leonard says. “There ain't 
no reason to buy 
no drugs from foreigners.” 
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that the sheriff made him an offer he 
couldn't refuse and he went to work for 
Wade. 

lt became a complicated and sleazy 
story. Flowers testified that operating 
with a sheriff eliminated a lot of the usual 
problems experienced by drug deal- 
ers. When Flowers pointed out to Wade 
that they would need an experienced 
cook, Wade solved that problem eas- 
ily—despite the fact that the man Flow- 
ers suggested for the job was serving 
a jail sentence in nearby Hardin County. 
Wade, the government witness said, 
merely called the sheriff there and 
asked that the man, Addie Guillory, be 
released in his custody to work as an 
informant. The other sheriff later be- 
came suspicious and called in the 
Texas rangers and the FB.). 

Wade also took care of the other ne- 
cessities for making speed. He drew 
the money needed to buy precursor 
chemicals from the county's narcotics 
“buy fund,” money appropriated to 
make undercover narcotics buys. Some 
of the lab equipment was supplied by 
Wade himself from his own evidence 
room; for example, he used some of 


the equipment he had seized in the 
1985 R.V. raid. 

Another government witness later 
testified that when he asked Wade at 
one point how they could hope to get 
away with drug trafficking for any length 
of time, Wade pointed to his badge and 
replied, “With this, we can do any- 
thing. .. . I'm God with this.” 

Flowers also testified that on one oc- 
casion Wade sent him to another drug 
dealer with whom Wade wanted to do 
business and to whom the sheriff had 
offered protection. When the dealer 
asked Flowers for something to assure 
Wade's protection, Flowers testified, 
Wade said, “Take these things,” hand- 
ing Flowers three Baggies of mari- 
juana, again taken from the sheriff's 
property room, and bumper stickers 
that read “Support your local sheriff.” 

These items were later recovered by 
the FB.!., which was called into the case 
when it became clear to the sheriff in 
Hardin County that something weird 
was going on in Orange. In addition, 
the investigation revealed a homosex- 
ual relationship between Wade and 
Duhon, who was exempted by Wade 
from taking the drug-screening test that 
all other deputies had been required to 
undergo. 

Duhon testified that Wade paid his 
utility bills and cooked dinner for him 
on Numerous occasions during Du- 
hon's training period. Wade, according 
to the government, also made Duhon 
a cosignatory on one of his checking 
accounts. Duhon said he first met Wade 
years earlier, when Wade was a state 
trooper and pulled him over on the 
highway. Instead of issuing him a sum- 
mons, Duhon said, Wade engaged him 
in a lengthy conversation that seemed 
to Nave no point before letting him go 
with a warning. (Duhon said that Wade 
made his first overt advance to him 
several years after the traffic incident, 
during an unplanned meeting in a pub- 
lic park.) The judge barred the press, 
the public, and the jury from the court- 
room when this event was discussed. 
But the transcript reveals the following 
exchange during Duhon's questioning 
by the government: 

"Did anything strike you as unusual 
about that contact [in the park]? 

“Yes, sir, it was like he was trying to 
make sexual advances lowards me. 

“Why, what led you to that conclu- 
sion’? 

“His pants was undone.” 

Duhon, who maintained that he had 
a reputation as a bisexual in the Or- 
ange County area, said that the next 
time he saw Wade, the sheriff offered 
him a job as a deputy. He said that he 
was driving down a local road when he 
spotted the sheriff's truck, a Dodge 
Ram, following closely behind him. The 
sheriff pulled him over and they had a 
conversation in which Wade sug- 
gested that Duhon work for the sheriff's 
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Hello, my name is Jeffery Julian DeMarco, President and Founder of Pyraponic Industries, Inc. II, and 1 would 
like to introduce to you a product so revolutionary that I have been able to successfully promote it in such mass 
circulation publications as Field & Stream, Discover, Motor Trend, and Hot Rod, to mame a few. | present to you a 
system that took thirteen years and 50 million dollars to bring to the cutting edge of technology - the PHOTOTRON 
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Or™. And now | am offering it to you for only 

Honored with fourteen international patents, the Phototron IJ/™ is designed to double the growth and 
production rate of any plant, through a simplified and precise methodology known as “Growing Plants 
Pyraponimetrically®,” This allows the plant to reflower, refruit, or rebud over and over again without forcing the 
plant to succumb to cyclical, seasonal, or, because the chemistry is so precise, even natural death. U a 
greenhouse or a hydroponic system, the Phototron [II™ has been advanced by @ high-tech, electrically safe and 
sound design that allows the Phototron III™ to far surpass any other growing system known to mankind. And now 


you may be eligible to receive this system for only 


+ that will produce garnishments and seasonings 
such as basil, chive, and thyme to bring any meal to perfection. For the romantic, the Phototron III™ will unlock 
the powers of Aphrodite, creating an eloquently intimate mood in any room, Anywhere a lamp would ordinarily be 
put, the Phototron III™ can replace it. Soft ambient light that emanates from the Phototron []™ will give a 
pleasing gas lantern effect, while 2,000 foot candles burn in the Phototrom Hl's™ interior to bring to bloom the 
sensual fragrances of roses, gardenias, and jasmine: You could receive al! of this for only 

Tt is because of the well documented and tested pieces of information that the Phototrom IIT™ has 
been recognized as the most sophisticated growth chamber for plant sciences by over 150 universities, 
laboratories, and research institutes worldwide, such as Harvard, Oxford, N.A.S.A, U.S.D.A,, the 
University of Missouri, and the Max Planck Institute, Instifuted into 500 schools through the National 
Science Teacher's Association, the Phototron’s™ basic simplicity is controlled by children from 
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office and offered to bring him a job 
application. 

‘And what occurred when he brought 
the application out to you? 

“He brought me the application and 
| filled it out. And we talked. Later he 
performed oral sex on me.’ 

Duhon said that after he filled out the 
application, Wade asked him to go to 
Austin, Texas, with him, where they 
shared the same hotel room. Duhon 
said that he was concerned about 
working for the sheriff's office because 
of the drug-screening test, which he 
feared would reveal his marijuana use. 
But Duhon said that Wade responded, 
“Don't worry about it. I'll handle it.” Du- 
hon said that because of Wade's inter- 
vention he was never required to take 
the drug test. 

Duhon testified that he was initially 
hired to work at the jail, but was reas- 
signed by Wade to the sheriff's Office 
of Drug Prevention—set up to educate 
the public about the dangers of drugs— 
and given a car to use. Duhon also said 
that Wade issued him a gun, though he 
had received no training in its use. His 
sexual relations with Wade, Duhon said, 
continued from the time he was hired 
through his training program, about five 
months. Duhon and Wade had “sexual 
contact" just about every day during 
that period, from January through the 
early spring of 1987, Duhon said. 

“Where would these [sessions] oc- 
cur? 

“In the truck. In my trailer. 

"Now. Let me see if | can make this 
real basic for you, Mr. Duhon. You know 
what a blowjob is? 

“Yes, sir. 

“Did you gain any impression from 
that about why you were working for 
the sheriff's office? 

"Yes, Sif. 

“What was that? 

"| felt like | was there at his disposal. 

“For sex? 

“For sex. Yes, sir." 

Duhon said that Wade later helped 
him secure a rent-free apartment in re- 
turn for which Duhon provided security 
for the apartment building. During this 
five-month period, Duhon testified, the 
sheriff gave him two marijuana ciga- 
rettes, and Wade was present when 
Flowers gave Duhon two “eight balls,” 
or one-eighth-ounce packages, of 
crystalline methamphetamine. 

“He [Wade] wanted me in his [drug] 
business, wanted me to be part of it,” 
Duhon testified. And Duhon said Wade 
began to reveal the extent of his deal- 
ings in drugs because of the closeness 
of their relationship. He said Wade was 
at his apartment almost nightly. “| would 
come in the evenings and James Wade 
would be there, have my dinner cooked 
and clean my apartment,” Duhon said. 

But Duhon said that their relationship 
turned sour when he told Wade that he 
was seeing a local girl and wanted to 
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invite her over. "But it was kind of hard 
because Wade would be there,” Duhon 
testified. "At this point | asked him if | 
could have some privacy, and he got 
a little bit mad and said, ‘Well, this is 
the last time you fucking see James 
Wade in this place.’ And it was.” He said 
that relations between himself and 
Wade became strained during working 
hours. Duhon left the sheriff's office in 
January 1988. By that time, the FB.1. 
investigation had started and Duhon, 
in fact, had already been questioned 
by FB.!. Agent Shelton, 

Though the jury never heard most of 
Duhon's testimony about his sexual re- 
lationship with Wade, the testimony that 
it did hear about the sheriff's dealing 
in speed sufficed. After less than four 
hours of deliberation, the jury con- 
victed Wade in September 1986 of 
conspiracy, drug trafficking, and ob- 
struction of justice. 

On March 1, 1990, Wade was sen- 
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“He brought me the 
application and | filled it out,” 
Duhon testified. “And 
we talked. Later he performed 
oral sex on me.” 
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tenced to a 20-year prison term. He 
could have received up to 115 years in 
prison and a $4.5 million fine. Though 
he became a kind of lightning rod for 
drug trafficking in East Texas, Wade is 
not the only sheriff in the area under 
investigation for this offense. Federal 
sources also say that speed trafficking 
may be related to an unsolved string 
of murders in that area, U.S. Attorney 
Wortham believes that the Wade case 
illustrates how rogue chemists have 
proliferated the production of meth- 
amphetamine. “It's amazing the amount 
of speed that is out there,” he says. 

In addition to producing drugs, 
speed labs also symbolize a much 
more serious problem, the government 
and social scientists believe. Leonard 
and others like him with little or no ed- 
ucation personify the frightening reality 
that just about anyone has the potential 
to synthesize potent drugs by simply 
following a recipe. 

The government's new efforts to 
control precursor chemicals for speed 
and other illegal drugs are based on 
monitoring their sales: The Chemical 
Diversion and Trafficking Act approved 


by Congress last year requires exten- 
sive record keeping and reporting on 
sales of chemicals by firms that man- 
ufacture and distribute them. Since 
March of last year, the government has 
been phasing in new regulations that 
put the onus on manufacturers to re- 
port sales of unusual amounts of cer- 
tain drugs. New D.E.A. rules regulate 
the sale of 12 substances that can be 
built into drugs or modified to produce 
drugs and eight substances, or “es- 
sential chemicals,’ that are solvents, 
Such sales must be recorded and the 
records available for government in- 
spection. 

Many common chemicals are used 
to refine cocaine, such as kerosene, 
ammonia, lime, sodium carbonate, ethyl 
ether, and hydrochloric acid. Makers of 
chemicals must report domestic sales 
of more than 50 gallons a month and 
foreign sales of more than 500 gallons 
a month, 

lf sellers have doubts about what the 
buyer intends to do with the chemicals, 
they are required to report the sale to 
the government—much the same way 
that banks must report unusual cash 
transactions and deposits under laws 
aimed at preventing money launder- 
ing. The law does not restrict the sale 
of chemicals, but the government be- 
lieves that requiring transactions to be 
recorded will deter drug traffickers from 
attempting to acquire them. 

The chemical industry doubts the ef- 
ficacy of this law. It is privately believed 
that as soon as a chemical is put on 
the reporting list, makeshift chemists 
will simply find other substances with 
which to fabricate the illegal products. 
One chemist told The New York Times 
last October that chemicals used to 
manufacture drugs “are so common 
that controlling them poses insur- 
mountable difficulties.” 

Owen Kean, a spokesman for the 
Chemical Manufacturers Association, 
points out that the new reporting reg- 
ulations are aimed primarily at stem- 
ming the overseas flow of precursor 
chemicals from domestic manufactur- 
ers. Methamphetamine labs can be es- 
sentially “garage-type operations” and, 
as such, difficult to stanch. Kean says 
that the spread of speed manufactur- 
ing holds “frightening prospects” for the 
country because it puts the power to 
produce illegal drugs into just about 
everyone's hands. 

“It can be as simple as following a 
Betty Crocker recipe,” Kean says. "Per- 
haps it demonstrates even more the 
need for drug education rather than 
concentrating on the supply side.” He 
notes that speed can be made from the 
common drug ephedrine, an ingredi- 
ent used in many over-the-counter cold 
remedies. And drug agents have ar- 
rested people as old as 74 and as 
young as ten in drug-lab raids. 

“This ain't rocket science,” Leonard 
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says, referring to the process of cook- 
ing chemicals to make speed. Ephed- 
rine is one of the substances that must 
be recorded under the new law, bul 
both industry and law-enforcement 
sources privately say that the law will 


have little practical effect. “It will have 
about as much effect as Prohibition did 
on alcohol production, predicts one 
drug-enforcement official who asked 
not to be quoted by name. 

This discrepancy was underscored 
recently in a complaint by Congress- 
man Vic Fazio (D-Calif.), who wrote to 
federal drug czar William Bennett com- 
plaining that federal regulations con- 
cerning ephedrine would have no ef- 
fect in California, where state laws 
strictly requiate sale of the drug. Fazio 
said that meth-lab operators simply buy 
the drug in nearby states where its sale 
is not controlled except by the federal 
reporting law. 

The D.E.A. source said that drugs 
created in hidden labs could cause the 
Same, or more serious, social and 
health problems than cocaine or heroin 
if the foreign sources of these illegal 
Grugs are ever eradicated or dry up 
and chemically produced drugs fill the 
gap. 

And more synthesized drugs are 
finding their way to the market. One 
need only read High Times, a maga- 
zine favored by drug users, to see this 


trend illustrated. It recently featured a 
new drug called Eudia (pronounced 
“euphoria’), a speed-type drug made 
from the ingredients in diet aids. Then 
there is ice, smokable crystalline speed 
that is made in the Orient and has now 
made its way to our East Coast via the 
Hawaiian islands, It produces symp- 
toms, scientists say, that mimic those 
of acute paranoid schizophrenia. 

Ronald K. Siegel, a drug researcher 
at the University of California at Los An- 
geles, notes that the actual danger of 
drugs increases when people start 
consuming them in new ways or refin- 
ing them to greater strengths. For ex- 
ample, he says, alcohol is almost as old 
as man himselli—people have been 
consuming wine and beer for centu- 
ries—but the problems started when 
techniques were developed to distill 
them into stronger spirits. He adds that 
Indians in the Andean regions have 
chewed coca leaves for hundreds of 
years, but that today ‘coca Is being re- 
fined as pure cocaine or crack. That 
would be like refining tobacco to make 
pure nicotine, which would be more le- 
thal than cocaine.” 

The dangers of methamphetamine 
were underscored in a 1987 article in 
the Journal of the American Medical 
Association in which three medical re- 
searchers found high levels of lead 
poisoning in two users. Normally, the 
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researchers said, “lead poisoning is an 
uncommon medical condition in adults, 
and most cases represent acute ex- 
acerbations of chronic industrial ex- 
posure.’ 

Questioning of the test subjects re- 
vealed that both had ingested speed. 
Cooks interviewed in a rural Oregon 
jail by the researchers said that they 
had used lead acetate to produce the 
P2P "Good cooks know that the lead- 
acetate production method requires at- 
tention to purification details to provide 
an untainted drug, the study said. It 
concluded: “[Physicians] should know 
that illicit methamphetamine can con- 
tain substantial amounts of lead, par- 
ticularly in the hands of unskilled cooks 
who are ignorant of the toxicities of the 
materials used and of the adequate 
clean-up procedures,” 

Leonard, though no doctor, would 
agree, and he talks about chemicals as 
expansively as someone with a college 
degree, though he never went beyond 
the eighth grade. He says he knows of 
people who have died from improperly 
prepared speed. He calls such drugs 
“bad foam,” adding that they are usu- 
ally made by Cubans or Jamaicans. But 
his stuff, Leonard says, was top quality. 

“| could do anything if | had my shit 
together,” he says. “There ain't no rea- 
son to buy no drugs from foreign- 
ers. "Ot 
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result of an alliance between Mexican 


and Colombian traffickers. It would also 
force a complete reassessment of the 
cocaine problem in America, revealing 
that U.S. consumption was dramatically 
greater than all previous studies had 
reported. For while our agencies were 
estimating American consumption at 
100 tons of cocaine annually, the Tram- 
poline had moved more than half that 
amount into Los Angeles alone in one 
year. 

This story has been drawn from many 
sources, including court documents— 
sworn statements, depositions, affida- 
vits, indictments, and other official rec- 
ords—and interviews with knowledge- 
able law-enforcement officials in the 
United States and Mexico, 

The complexities of the case sty- 
mied the office of the Los Angeles U.S. 
attorney, who was prosecuting those 
arrested. The case's roots in two Amer- 
ican cities and in Mexico, as well as the 
sheer number of people involved who 
had no prior criminal record, left the gov- 
ernment with a confusing array of infor- 
mation to sort through. When the princi- 
pal players in the operation slipped back 
across the border to Mexico in the days 
after the bust, the case was suddenly 
shrouded in mystery. 

“There are no secrets in Mexico,” one 
of my sources told me. “Everyone 
knows what everyone else does—sto- 
len cars, drug running, white slavery.” 
In Mexico, lifting veil after veil of se- 
crecy from the men responsible for 
bringing the single largest cache of 
drugs into America, | found the saga 
of an unusual group of Mexican fami- 
li@s pursuing a desperate immigrant 
dream in their own country. Men raised 
in the brutal poverty of a country ex- 
ploited by America had found their way 
out of despair and degradation through 
crime. The story of the bust in L.A. was 
the story of fathers and sons and fam- 
ilies, Of two men who were united in 
their shared dream of achieving “the 
crime of the century," and of one man 
who became the greatest smuggler in 
history. But, ultimately, the story of the 
bust in Sylmar is the story of American 
self-destruction, because the inspira- 
tion for “the deal of the century” lay in 
America's appetite for drugs. 


In the early seventies, Juarez, Mexico, 
was listening to Los Invasores de Nuevo 
Leon and the musica—the corridos that 
you heard in the clubs—was about 
drug running and the cunning neces- 
sary to succeed in the business. Most 
Mexicans believed that you achieved 
Stature by being corrupt because the 
whole political system was corrupt. 
Gangsterism was rewarded. A good 
chingon—someone who could “fuck 
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somebody else without mercy"—was 
admired. La mordigo, bribery—literally, 
the bite—was institutionalized. The 
narcotraficantes were stars, their 
swaggering outlawry typified by the 
phrase, “Will you sell me your house, 
or shall | buy it from your widow?" 

Juarez was a schizophrenic place, 
the heart of darkness. The streets lead- 
ing from the great historic square were 
marked by brilliant neon signs. Jazz 
blared from the cabarets, sex clubs, sa- 
loons, nightclubs, curio shops, and res- 
taurants that lined the boulevards, and in 
back-alley basements, men crowded 
around to watch chicken fights. 

Juarez used to be a slow border 
town, But Mexico's shaky economy 
collapsed in the 1970s, and hundreds 
of thousands of Mexicans flooded into 
town from ail over Chihuahua, looking 
for work or for an easy route across the 
border to the United States. The pop- 
ulation ballooned from 300,000 to a 
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million and a half. They built shacks and 
nuts out of cardboard and plywood un- 
til they had created a sprawling shan- 
tytown in the shadow of the Sierra 
Madres. Lying in a valley with El Paso, 
Texas, and ringed by the Sierras, Juarez 
became a decadent free zone where 
soldiers on leave from Fort Bliss in El 
Paso bought sex from the beautiful 
young Mexican girls. 

Juarez was also popular for “black 
tar," a dark heroin manufactured from 
poppies that grew wild in the moun- 
tains of Mexico. It was dispensed in 
shooting galleries where you could buy 
balloons of heroin for $15 apiece and 
shoot up in one of the hotel-like rooms 
upstairs. When top Mexico City offi- 
cials visited Juarez, the galleries would 
go dark. lo keep police from their 
doors, the operators took to dumping 
the bodies of OD'd customers on the 
El Paso side of the border. 

When two young Mexicans from the 
interior, Rafael Aguilar, a smuggler of 
electronics equipment, and Rafael Mu- 
hoz Talavera, son of a businessman 
said by the D.E.A. to be a low-level 
marijuana trafficker, appeared in Juarez 


in the early seventies, the city was just 
a primitive border town with small-town 
vices—"bets, booze, and broads." 
Aguilar and Munoz would transform the 
tiny border town into the great capital 
of narcotics in Mexico. 


Rafael Aquilar was born in 1950 in Mat- 
amoros, Mexico, a backwater town of 
Gusty roads with a small square dom- 
inated by a ramshackle church. The son 
of a Customs official, “Rafa,” as he was 
known, worked as a car salesman, then 
illegally emigrated to America in 1971, 
He worked as a construction worker in 
san Jose, California, until he was in- 
jured in a car accident. With a $50,000 
settlement from the accident, Rafa re- 
turned to Mexico in 1974 and began 
smuggling tractors, motors, and elec- 
trical appliances into Mexico. 

Rafa’s rise to power began in the mid- 
seventies. According to D.E.A. inform- 
ants, Aguilar was involved in mari- 
juana, Cocaine, and weapons traffick- 
ing and was a "lieutenant and strong- 
arm specialist” for a major Juarez mar- 
|juana and cocaine trafficker, Luis Rene 
Morales-King. Aguilar prospered, 
eventually coming to be considered an 
equal in the leadership of the Morales- 
King organization. 

Displaying a resourcefulness and 
cunning superior to the other lieuten- 
ants who served Morales-King, Aguilar 
soon took over a wing of the family, 
Aguilar was different from the pistole- 
ros who ran the various factions of the 
Morales-King gang. He presented a 
new image—that of a gentleman and 
legitimate businessman—and had 
purchased a cattle ranch where he lived 
a more refined life. In 1981, when Mo- 
rales-King was caught by drug agents 
and sent to jail, Rafa took command of 
the family. With the charismatic lead- 
ership of a young Zapata, he incorpo- 
rated the Morales-King organization into 
his own Branch of the operation and 
became the biggest young marijuana 
trafficker in Mexico. 

A former Mexican state judicial po- 
lice officer reported to American agents 
that Aguilar was receiving large ship- 
ments of marijuana in tanker trucks, 
which were off-loaded at a storage |o- 
cation near Samalayuca, Chihuahua. 
The marijuana was then transferred by 
gravel trucks to areas southeast of 
Juarez for eventual smuggling into the 
United States. 

According to D.E.A. records, Rafa 
“had a friend in Mexico City, and 
[through him] he had been tapped to 
be one of the big dealers of narcotics 
in Juarez.” This "friend" was rumored 
to be a highly placed official in the Di- 
reccion Federal Seguridad (D.FS.), 
Mexico's FB.I. 

In the late seventies, the D.FS., which 
was created in the forties by police revo- 
lutionaries and plotters, had become the 
illegal arm of the narcotraficantes, their 


auxiliary police, an agency of madrinas, 
side guys, who made the pickups and 
ran the shakedowns. 

In 1979 the 28-year-old Aquilar be- 
came D.FS. commander in Cuerna- 
vaca. Within the next few years, he rap- 
idly rose to coordinator of the northern 
states of Chihuahua and Durango. Rafa 
was now the man in charge of the drug 
trade in northern Mexico. 

“Aguilar’s ranch southwest of Juarez 
was used as a staging area for ship- 
ments of Colombian marijuana,” Garvin 
White, one of Aquilar's associates, told 
D.E.A. agents after he was arrested. 
The Colombian marijuana was off- 
loaded from large planes and stored 
on Aguilar's ranch until the marijuana 
could be smuggled into the United 
States in smaller aircraft at a later time. 

Marijuana had always grown wild in 
the hospitable climate of Mexico's Sierra 
Madre mountains. Chinese railroad 
workers introduced a new narcotic into 
Mexico, opium, produced from pop- 
pies that also grew well in the tropical 
climate. But until the mid-sixties, Mex- 
ico's Orug industry was relatively small. 
There was little demand for marijuana 
in the States, and American heroin 
connoisseurs preferred the more po- 
tent white heroin produced from pop- 
pies grown in Turkey, processed by 
Corsican gangsters in labs in Mar- 
seilles, and imported to America by the 
Italian Mafia. Then two things hap- 
pened in America thal created the 


Mexican drug business. One was the 
birth in America of a youth countercul- 
ture that embraced the liberal use of 
drugs. The other was the bust in New 
York City of the Corsican-French gang 
known as the French Connection, which 
dried up the heroin pipeline. The Amer- 
ican demand for marijuana increased 
dramatically, and the Mexicans began 
growing it in great volume. 

The American market declined, how- 
ever, when law-and-order president 
Richard Nixon launched a war on drugs 
that imposed prison sentences for even 
recreational drug use. But when mid- 
dle-class American parents no longer 
wanted their children thrown in jail for 
smoking pot, the courts became le- 
nient toward marijuana use and deal- 
ing, ana the American demand for 
marijuana began to grow again. 

According to D.E.A. informants, Rafa 
Aguilar began shipping tons of a brand 
of marijuana called sinsemilla, a spe- 
cially raised plant that produces leaves 
rich in intoxicating chemicals, beloved 
by American kids. He also had a hand 
in shipping small quantities of cocaine, 
which was mostly popular among Cu- 
ban émigrés in Miami and people in 
the entertainment business. But the 
appetite for cocaine was growing in 
America. 


“fAguilar's] method of operation,” the 
D.E.A. outlined in court papers, “was for 
‘load vehicles’ to pick up 600 to 800 


pounds of marijuana from guarded 
warehouses in Juarez and drive to a pre- 
designated port of entry in El Paso, Tex- 
as, where an unidentified U.S. inspector 
with Customs or Immigration would allow 
the vehicle/contraband to enter the 
United States without inspection.” 

To assure police protection of his op- 
eration, according to one source, Agui- 
lar and his associates were paying un- 
identified Mexican Federal Judicial 
Police (M.FJ.P) agents $80,000 each 
month for their narcolics operation to 
be protected. Once, when an M.FJ.P 
agent tried to bust one of Aguilar's 
warehouses, he was told by another 
cop to “forget about it.” The source, an 
informant inside Aguilar's organization, 
warned the D.E.A. that “it would be sui- 
cide to attempt to interfere in any way” 
with Aguilar’s shipments. 

Aquilar ran the border states like a 
cacique, an old-fashioned warlord. He 
brought the narcotics industry along the 
border thoroughly under his control. He 
even set up a system of tribute from those 
Operating narcotics businesses within his 
territory. He provided protection from 
competition and the police. "Prior to their 
removal," a court document reported, 
““all’ of the M.FJ.P agents and supervi- 
sors stationed in Chihuahua were in- 
volved in the trafficking of marijuana, co- 
caine, and heroin.” 

Rebellious traffickers discovered that 
Aguilar wielded great vindictive power. 
“No one dares to deal behind Aquilar's 


“I'm afraid we don't have anything in a support condom.” 


back for fear of being killed,” said an- 
other insider. Reportedly, Aguilar had a 
brutal enforcer, “Antonio,” who was no- 
torious for having dropped several men 
who had crossed Aguilar from planes 
over the desert. According to a source 
in Juarez, Antonio was a perverse bi- 
sexual regular of the Juarez demi- 
monde with a psychopathic streak. In 
one instance, Antonio had taken a dou- 
ble-crosser's girlfriend along for the ride 
and dangled her lover from a rope, 
saying he would ‘let him live with a 
promise not to cross Aquilar again. 
Then, having obtained the confession 
and concession, Antonio suddenly 
asked the woman, “Do you want me to 
drop him off here, or over there?" as he 
pointed into the distance. Too fright- 
ened to talk, the girl watched as he 
coolly cut the rope and the man 
dropped several hundred feet to the 
desert floor. 

By the early eighties, Rafa was mak- 
ing more money than he had ever seen 
before. His holdings included a hotel; 
an office building; reportedly, the Ama- 
deus, one of Juarez's most popular dis- 
cos; and a vast, sun-drenched farm 
southwest of the city, a Mexican Xan- 
adu. As Juarez became the key port 
for narcotics moving north into Amer- 
ica, his organization mushroomed. 


According to law-enforcement offi- 
cials, a significant day in Rafa’s life oc- 
curred when a Juarez businessman and 
marijuana dealer whom he knew, Ra- 
fael Mufoz Tellez, introduced him to his 
son. Rafa liked the boy immediately. In 
his early twenties, Rafael Munoz Tala- 
vera possessed a sensual smoothy’'s 
face, with glittering eyes and an omni- 
present twinkling smile. Though he was 
a few years younger than Rafa, Munoz 
was smart and tough, and he shared 
Rafa's vision of how to run a marijuana 
business. Both believed that the hot- 
headed, viclent old narcotraficantes 
were a breed of the past. Their meth- 
ods only encouraged more violence 
and led to bloody wars that were bad 
for business, Aguilar made Munoz his 
“underboss.” 

The relationship was cernented when 
Munoz married Ivette Delgado, the sis- 
ter of Rafa's wife Marta. The marriage 
represented the union of two large 
Mexican families that were connected 
to the marijuana business. These 
men—Aguilar, Munoz, Mufoz’s fa- 
ther—prided themselves on being un- 
sentimental and pragmatic. Mexico was 
no place for the sentimental or weak. 
They were pacrones, patriarchs of their 
families, raised on the complejo de la 
malinche, or Malinche Syndrome, which 
preached “fuck the other guy, because 
he's going to fuck you.” They were not 
unlike the Italian and Jewish immi- 
grants of New York's Lower East Side, 
using cunning to achieve the power, in- 
fluence, and wealth denied them in le- 
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gitimate worlds. In fact, in a deposition 
taken in an El Paso case involving 
Aquilar's holdings, it was alleged that 
Aguilar had kidnapped Marta Delgado, 
the young girl he would later marry. “He 
had stolen [Marta],” it said. “He just took 
her off." 

Juarez had never seen anything like 
the sophistication of the Aguilar-Munoz 
organization. “They were grossing mil- 
lions of dollars each month from the sale 
of marijuana, cocaine, and heroin,” said 
Ben Sublaski, a freelance drug dealer 
who dealt with Munoz and Aguilar. 
“They controlled about 70 percent of 
all the importation of drugs into the U.S. 
between Laredo, Texas, and Colum- 
bus, New Mexico.” 

Their next move was to create a di- 
rect connection to the Colombians for 
cocaine. According to a U.S. Customs 
interview with Kendall Everett, a free- 
lance pilot who flew drug runs for Aqui- 
lar, he “met Aguilar in January 1980 and 


© 


The narcotraficantes 
were stars, their swaggering 
outlawry typified by 
the phrase, “Will you sell me 
your house, or shall 
| buy it from your widow?” 
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was offered $50,000 to fly an airplane 
from Colombia to Ascencién, Mexico." 
Everett “picked up 100 kilos of cocaine 
and returned to Mexico, where [he] 
picked up Aguilar, then flew on to a dry 
lake bed near Ascencion where it was 
off-loaded.” 

Over the next few years, the volume 
of cocaine slowly increased. “In Au- 
gust 1983,” an informant told the D.E.A., 
“Rafael Aguilar and his brother-in-law 
Rafael Munoz had received 200 kilos 
of cocaine directly from Colombia. No 
middiemen. The cocaine was still being 
held by Aguilar, who was waiting for 
large-scale buyers who would pur- 
chase the cocaine in 25- to 50-kilo 
quantities at $50,000 per kilo." 

Under Rafa's protection and through 
the extensive contacts he provided, 
Mufoz's own marijuana business 
steadily grew. The styles of the two 
marijuana barons of Juarez, brothers- 
in-law, were a study in contrasts. Mu- 
hoz was flamboyant and gregarious. In 
his cream-colored suits and leather 
jackets, he was the image of the 
gentleman rancher and benevolent pa- 
tron. In contrast, Aguilar was the aris- 


tocratic official—aloof, elegant, re- 
fined. Twice each week Aguilar, flanked 
by his bodyquards, crossed the border 
to El] Paso to have lunch in an exclusive 
private club where he would smoke a 
Cuban cigar and sip. a glass of French 
cognac. Meanwhile, Mufoz moved 
through the streets of Juarez without 
bodyguards. 

At first Aguilar marveled at his 
charge's sangfroid, but as Munoz 
gained strength, Rafa began to resent 
his success. “He became envious of 
Munoz,” said Reynaldo Sepulveda, then 
the El Paso D.E.A. agent-in-charge, 
“and viewed him as a rival. This even- 
tually turned to an intense dislike by 
Aguilar for Munoz because of his pow- 
erful style.” 

Rata tried to fit his underground world 
more securely into a larger world. He 
invested his money in legitimate busi- 
nesses in El Paso and in real estate. 
He learned how to hide his purchases 
through complex but legal transac- 
tions. One of his passions was race- 
horses, and he spent millions acquiring 
prize horses for his ranch. Often he 
would ride out across his vast estate 
on one of his magnificent stallions. With 
his Learjet and fleet of Mercedes, he 
had become a padron who at the age 
of 35 lived a king's life and kept a beau- 
tiful wife in diamonds. 

Rafa's iron grip over the border be- 
gan to draw complaints from rivals that 
he had gotten too big, that he thought 
he was invincible. An informant told the 
D.E.A. that Aguilar “often bragged that 
he answered only to the president of 
Mexico.” According to Sepulveda, “He 
was rumored to have a cocaine habit 
that was making him reckless.” 

There were signs of trouble on the 
horizon for the Aguilar empire. In 1983 
Mexicans elected a new president, 
Miguel de la Madrid, who had prom- 
ised to root out official corruption. 
Shortly after he took office, De la Ma- 
drid began cleaning up the police sys- 
tem, firing hundreds of federal cops and 
comandantes tied to the narcotics 
trade. Rumors abounded in Juarez that 
Rafa would soon be removed from his 
position as a D.-S. comandante. But 
even out of office, “Aguilar would con- 
tinue to control the narcotics trafficking 
in the northern area,” D.E.A. records 
reveal, “because he had become so 
powerful.” 

According to other informants inside 
Aguilar's organization, however, Aqui- 
lar's cocaine habit caused him to em- 
bark on the bizarre behavior that would 
ultimately help bring him down. “One 
night,” said an El Paso source, “he kept 
saying he was going to strip all of his 
clothes off, open up every kilo of co- 
caine on his ranch, jump naked into the 
pile, and roll around in the coke until 
his skin tingled and then burned from 
the coke...” 

At the height of one of his cocaine 
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one knows anything about it. Also, | 
don't want to walk in on you by acci- 
dent and find any part of his body in 
yours.’ We also decided that Ricardo’s 
half-Latin, half-ltalian ego would be 
happier if he were unaware of John's 
suggestion. 

As most of my readers know, | have 
an ex-husband with whom | am still on 
excellent terms (although our relation- 
ship has been platonic since our di- 
vorce), and he comes to Puerto Rico 
every winter, partly for the sunshine but 
mostly to see me—here's where my 
problems started. Ricardo and my ex 
were jealous of and hated each other 
on sight, plus | had to enlist John's as- 
sistance in order to keep my naughty 
secret from my ex-hubby, who would 
not only have disapproved of my un- 
faithfulness to John but would probably 
have had his own feelings hurt. | finally 
had to rent an extra hotel room, which 
hardly ever got used, since Ricardo was 
officially staying in the spare bedroom 
of our bungalow. Although my caretak- 
ing blossomed into a sweet love affair, 
| thought | was handling it perfectly un- 
til John told me, “Wipe that silly smirk 
off your face. You look like the pussy 
that stole the cream." 

According to all the rule books, what 
| did was "wrong," but maybe you can 
come up with the reason why—1! can't. 
My ex-husband spent a bit less time 
alone with me than he otherwise might 
have. Ricardo had a wonderful time and 
returned to the big city revitalized and 
charged with an enthusiasm that im- 
proved his lifestyle. John had me taken 
off his hands for a week, and thus had 
extra time for his solitary, introspective 
treks through the jungle, which were in- 
terspersed with extroverted drinking 
sessions—not only with the boys, but 
also with the myriad beautiful girls who 
infest paradisiacal tropical beaches 
everywhere. And |, with three gor- 
geous men in love with me, was in a 
seventh heaven of delight. 


THE LONG ARM 

! thought about writing to Ann Landers, 
but considering the nature of the ques- 
tion, | figured she would trash my /etter, 
and | really need an answer. 

! got into some trouble and did a little 
time in the state penitentiary. Now I'm 
out, but / have to submit to random urine 
testing. My man and | enjoy oral sex 
very much. But if | swallow his semen, 
will it show up in the test? 

| really would appreciate an answer 
A.S.A.P It is frustrating when things get 
real hot and we have to stop.—O. G. 


Your apparently naive question opens 
up some interesting and rather shock- 
ing issues. It would have helped if you 
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had been more specific and open. 
However, | must assume that the “trou- 
ble" you got into was drug-related, 
hence the urine testing. If you are on 
parole, | suppose it makes sense to try 
to keep you off the hard stuff, but com- 
pulsory analysis of your bodily fluids 
seems like an invasion of your civil lib- 
erties—a negation of your human 
rights—only made possible by the 
concept of the "war" mode in the cam- 
paign against drugs. What will happen 
next? Strip searches in the street? 

My medical adviser assures me that 
swallowed sperm would not show up 
in a urine sample, but should you have 
normal heterosexual intercourse with- 
out a condom just before the urine test, 
some of your man’s ejaculate could 
easily get into your sample. 

Although both fornication and adul- 
tery have not been decriminalized in 
certain states, | think it unlikely that you 
will get busted simply for fucking—as 
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Although fornication 
and adultery have not been 
decriminalized in 
certain states, it’s unlikely 
that you will get 
busted simply for fucking— 
as long as you 
gaon't accept money for it. 
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long as you don't accept money for it 
or do it where anyone can see you. 
But—and itis a big but—if your lover 
is using certain controlled substances, 
they may well show up in his semen 
and pass through your digestive tract 
unchanged if you swallow his come. 


THE ART OF SEDUCTION 
! had an unfortunate coincidence hap- 
pen to me when | attended a seminar 
on “How to Find a Lover or a Loving 
Companion,” The seminar was given by 
a psychologist who has 17 years of ex- 
perience with dating services and has 
been advertising for one year. She also 
has a Ph.D. in a field related to dating. 

Anyway, the problem is that | am at- 
tracted to her more than the other 
women who attended the class, and | 
feel that | am in love with her. I'm afraid 
that if |! approach her to ask her out, | 
would be taking advantage of her since 
she is the person who is helping me 
find the right companion. 

| would like to seek professional help 
from someone who specializes in 
problems such as the one | have. /f this 
feeling continues, and | don't find the 


right girl, | think that I'll have a nervous 
breakdown, even though ! can't be ab- 
solutely sure that this woman is Miss 
Right. 

Can you help me or recommend 
someone who can help me with this 
problem?—G. S. 


There is an old joke about an English- 
man who was too shy to ask for a 
blowjob, so he just used to lay it on the 
table and burst into tears, which is what 
| felt like doing when | read your letter. 

What has happened to all those lovely 
male chauvinists of yesteryear? Has the 
aggressive male really joined the list of 
endangered species? 

Although some women still have the 
natural feminine instinct to play hard to 
get, there is not a female alive who does 
not feel complimented when a man 
makes a verbal pass at her. It is nol 
normally considered an insult to tell a 
girl that you find her attractive, and 
please try and explain to yourself (it is 
too late to do it to me) why you think it 
would be "taking advantage" of a 
woman to ask her out. Do you think it 
constitutes sexual harassment? 

Part of your problem seems to be that 
although you want to find a lover, you 
are not going to do anything about it 
unless you are sure she is the right per- 
son. .. . But you are never going to find 
that out unless you ask her out in the 
first place—catch-22 again. 

50 be happy; despite your wishy- 
washy approach, you are actually half- 
way toward solving your own prob- 
lems. Don't delay any longer, but ask 
her for a date right away, and remem- 
ber, any woman—especially one who 
has a professional involvement in sex- 
ual matters—is likely to be interested, 
if not delighted, when someone makes 
a pass at her, even if it is a four-foot 
gnome with Bugs Bunny teeth, jam-pot 
glasses, and a stutter. Ot+— 
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New York leading Catholic prelate John Cardinal O'Connor is 


blaming heavy metal music for the recent upswing in Manhattan 
| exorcisms. How many demonic possessions of Ozzy Osbourne 
fans have there been in New York recently? According to the 
cardinal, in the last several months three demons have been 
expelled, and up to seven more possessed parishioners are 
growling patiently for their exorcisms. In one recent Manhattan 
exorcism, a 28-year-old female heavy metal fan found herself 


possessed by Satan. Reports one Catholic priest present at the | 
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scene, “This woman had all the classic signs of devil possession. | 
She could even levitate herself.*’ Adds a psychic researcher who 
also participated, “The exorcism went on for a full day. She 
resisted, even attacking the priest. She fought so much that we 
strapped her five-foot-seven-inch, 145-pound body to the chair, 
but her power loosened the binds and she levitated out of the 
chair, The girl smelled of death. The smell of decaying bodies.” 
(Star—submitted by Ernest A. Lopez, Crescent City, Calif.) 
Now, that's what we call soul music'—Editor 
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SHE GIVES BIRTH 
TO ALIEN DOG 


| Talk about bad luck—not only was a young Venezuelan woman | 
taken aboard a UFO to have sex with some space aliens, but six 
months later she gave birth to a half-human, half-dog baby boy. 
It all began’when a spaceship landed near the woman and three 
creatures appeared. “At first | thought they were dogs,”’ recalls 
the woman. “They had black shaggy hair, long snouts, and big 
floppy ears. But they walked upright and must have been four 
feet tall. They beckoned with their paws and barked softly. | 
guess it was the way they stared at me with those sad eyes that 
made me follow them onto the ship."’ The rest of her encounter 
seems hazy, but when she learned she was pregnant a month 
later, she feared the worst. The worst is what came true in the 
delivery room. “Everything seemed normal,"’ says her doctor 
about the birth, “until a small brown paw poked out of the 
womb. A nurse screamed as the hairy baby emerged. | thought 
it might be dead, so | slapped it and it barked.” (Sun—submitted 
by J. Rice, Rock Island, III.) 
Let's hope this kid gets a new leash on life. 


Editor 


SHE DIED IN 
THE CHAIR 


You know you have a comfortable relationship when you 
feel like you don’t have to talk with your wife, but if / 
she says nothing after six weeks, chances are she might 
be dead. That's what happened to an elderly New Jersey 
couple. As hubby went about his own business, his wife was 
sitting upright in her chair for six to eight weeks—dead as 
a doornail. She was finally discovered when police arrived 
at the house after the husband was overcome by gas while 
cooking at the stove. Says a policeman who was present at the 
scene, “‘He—because of his declining physical and mental 
health—apparently did not notice that anything was wrong with 
her... . God knows how much longer he would have gone on 
like this.”’ (Passaic-Morris, New Jersey, Record—submitted by 
Mare Tedejchi, Fairfield, N.J.) 

And all this time he thought she was just absorbed in *‘Wheel | 
of Fortune."’—Editor 


‘BOY EXPLODES 
IN CHURCH 


What does God do to bad boys who won't listen? Why, he blows 
them up in church—that’s what! At least that’s what happened 
to one ten-year-old from the Philippines. Already guilty of a ton 
/ of crimes, the boy was a regular visitor to church—not to wor- 
ship, but to sneer and laugh out loud at the preacher. At his 
wit’s end, the preacher finally threw in the towel and screamed 
at the boy from the pulpit, ““The demons own you, boy! You 
are evil and you will burn in damnation!"’ Seconds later the boy 
exploded, spraying flesh, blood, and gore over everybody in 
the small church. Needless to say, the worshipers ran from the 
church screaming and crying. (Confidential Reporter) 
You can say he burst into prayer.—Editor 
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Just when you thought it was 
safe to go back into the Boliv- 
lan jungle . . . now we have to 
deal with flesh-eating cater- 
pillars! Scientists always be- 
lieved that caterpillars only ate 
plants, but now one researcher 
who witnessed the tragedy re- 
ports, “Evidently, a species of 
moth in South America pro- 
duces caterpillars that eat 
meat. What is even more 
shocking is the voracity of 


| these insects. [ watched tn hor- 


ror as they stripped the flesh 
off my colleague's body within 
minutes.”’ His associate fell 
into a huge pit and was de- 
voured by thousands of four- 
inch-long caterpillars. “The 
last thing | remember,” adds 
the scientist, "was seeing my 
friend lying there, a shrieking 
bloody pulp.” (Sun) 

We think the facts are a little 
fuzzy .. .—Editor 


IRANIAN ANIMALS 
C0 BERSERK 


Up, up, and away! That's what happened to a two-year-old child 
on a family picnic near the Iranian city of Esfahan, Reports the 
Islamic Republic News Agency (I.R.N.A.), “An eagle suddenly 
swooped down from the sky, took hold of the child’s clothing 
in its talons, and disappeared into the wilderness before the 
bewildered eyes of the parents."’ Neither the child nor the ea- 
gle’s nest has been found. Meanwhile, reports I.R.N.A., an 
Iranian hunter was killed by a snake near Tehran when the 
reptile coiled itself around his shotgun. According to another 
hunter, when his friend attempted to capture the snake by press- 
ing the butt of his gun behind its head, the reptile activated the 
trigger with its tail, shooting the man in the head. (Grand Rap- 
ids Press and New York Post—submitted by Richard Slominski, 
Grand Rapids. Mich.) 

Salman Rushdie should beware of caterpillars.—Editor 


A REAL BATMAN 


You think you've got prob- 
lems? A hunter was sitting by 
a fire minding his own busi- 
ness when a UFO stopped 
above him, opened a trapdoor, 
and let out a bat-like alien 
creature that flew down and 
attached itself to his head, 
What's worse, when his friend 
grabbed a rifle and shouted, 
“FH shoot it! the poor guy 
screamed, “No, no! If it dies, 
I'll die. It's told me!’ So now 
the hunter ts stuck with a crea- 


If this happens to your wife, 
don't give her mouth-to-mouth 
resuscitation. It seems a Jap- 
anese man kissed his wite, 
then watched helplessly as she 
Staggered backward, clutched 
her throat, dropped to the 
floor, and died almost imme- 
diately. His bad breath did her 
in. Docs say the husband was 
suffering from undiagnosed 
diabetes, and that his wite 
happened to be allergic to ace- 


. 
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ture from outer space secured 
to his head. Its claws are dug 
deep into his scalp, and when- | 
ever he tries to touch it, it | 
burns his hands. But it gets | 
worse. ““This thing says there's 
no way I can get rid of it, and 
more are coming,” the hunter 
told his friend. “It says I'll 
have to hide out until more of 
them have hosts." (Confiden- 
tial Reporter) 

A true case of bats in the bel- 
fry.—Editor 


tone, a chemical exhaled by 
diabetics. ““He exhaled his 
acetone-laden breath in her 
face,"" recalls a doctor. “‘Al- 
though there was only a small 
amount of the substance in his 


| breath, | believe there was 


enough to trigger a massive 
allergy attack.’ (Weekly World 


| News—submitted by Juan Le- 


desma, Brazoria, Tex.) 


| Shows what too much sushi can 


do.—Editor 


. 


We welcome your contributions for future *‘Hard Times” 
columns, and we will give a free one-year subscription to | 


Penthouse to each reader whose item is printed. Send clip- 
pings to: Hard Times, c/o Penthouse, 1965 Broadway, New | 
York, N.Y. 10023. Please include the name of the newspaper, 
the page number, and the date the clipping was published. 
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binges, according to a D.E.A. infor- 
mant, Rafa announced a plan to call a 
meeting of major narcotics traffickers 
to deal with the “problem” of De la 
Madrid, who refused to accept money 
from the traffickers to allow them to op- 
erate freely. To many of the traffickers, 
Rafa had become an out-of-control 
force who would eventually bring pres- 
sure down on everyone. 

Then, on a warm afternoon in Gua- 
dalajara in February 1985, an event oc- 
curred that changed most fortunes in 
the Mexican drug underworld. D.E.A. 
agent Kiki Camarena, who had been 
leading the assault on the marijuana 
drug barons in Guadalajara, was kid- 
napped outside the U.S. consulate and 
was believed to have been murdered. 
The D.E.A. launched a relentless in- 
vestigation into the abduction that fo- 
cused not only on the powerful Guada- 
lajara drug lords, but also on the 
numerous Mexican traffickers and of- 
ficials who aided and protected the 
drug trade. Most of the major narcotics 
traffickers in Guadalajara were on the 
run. Aguilar and the other narcotrafi- 
cantes in Juarez seemed unaffected by 
events in Guadalajara until the D.E.A. 
discovered a tape of the interrogation 
of Camarena just before his death, On 
the grisly recording, the interrogator 
repeatedly asked Camarena what he 
knew about Rafa. "We suspected that 
Rafa was either in the room during the 
interrogation or was one of many who 
wanted Kiki out of the way,’ said a 
D.E.A. insider. 

Consequently, Rafa's fortunes sank 
even lower. Besieged by political ene- 
mies in Mexico City, he resigned from 
his position as comandante. He de- 
cided to try to escape the heat by going 
to America. Breaking with the centu- 
ries-old Hispanic code of family loyalty, 
Rafa embarked on a forbidden gambit 
in Mexico; Through a lawyer, he sent a 
letter to the D.E.A. offering to provide 
information on the Camarena murder 
and to inform on Munoz in exchange 
for permission to come to America. 

After a few weeks, Rafa knew that 
the D.E.A. had not taken the bait, so he 
left Juarez, where he was too visible, 
and went into hiding in the city of Tor- 
reon. In September 1986 he was cap- 
tured by M.FJ.P agents and charged 
with possession of drugs and money 
laundering, 

Aguilar was brought back to the 
CeReSo jail in Juarez, his worst night- 
mare come true. In its dark basement, 
he would later say, he was subjected 
to a torture called “the chicken dance, ’ 
in which soda water was poured 
through a hose attached to his nose. 
Rafa began to bargain and talk about 
his trafficking activities. While he re- 


mained locked up, federal agents 
seized all of his properties. 
Meanwhile, Munoz operated under a 
bright star, The pressure U.S. narcotics 
agents were putting on Colombian traf- 
fickers in South Florida had severely 
impeded the easy flow of cocaine into 
America. Munoz, with his organization, 
pickup and tractor-trailer trucks, police 
protection, and warehouses could give 
the Colombians assured routes to 
America’s Wes! Coast markets. Munoz, 
too, had reason to want the deal, Dur- 
ing the 1970s, a program by the Mex- 
ican government to spray a deadly 
pesticide called paraquat on Mexican 
marijuana crops and the destruction of 
several large marijuana plantations by 
the Mexican police had left Munoz 
without supplies for his buyers. He 
needed a new product and the Colom- 
bians needed a new route to market. 
"El Paso, Texas, was the perfect drug 
crossroads,” said the D.E.A.’s Phil Jor- 
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Twice each week, 
Mexican drug baron Rafael 
Aguilar would cross 
the border, flanked by his 
bodyguards, to 
have lunch in an exclusive 
private club. 
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dan. “It's located at the westernmost 
tip of Texas, less than 600 miles west 
of Dallas, and is the largest port of en- 
try into the United States from Mexico. 
More than 35 million people cross the 
border in El Paso northbound each year. 
Thirteen U.S. and international routes 
bisect the city and its suburbs, It's a 
nightmare to patrol.” 


The cornerstone of Munoz's operation 
in El Paso was a Mexican family called 
the Tapias—Munoz's “Teamsters, The 
patriarch of the family, Carlos Tapia 
Ponce, was a tall, powerfully built man 
with a heavy paunch almost concealed 
by his tropical bush shirts. To earn 
money to support his burgeoning fam- 
ily. Tapia and his brother, Hector Ed- 
uardo, went into the business of trans- 
porting marijuana for big-time 
traffickers. Then he brought his two 
sons into the business. To run the op- 
eration, he chose his younger son, 
Hector Tapia Anchondo, a tall, hand- 
some, muscular man with a quiet charm 
and graceful style. 

The Tapias were the Corleone family 
of El Paso. Their operation was a close- 


knit structure of blood relations that al- 
lowed them to survive and prosper. 
They got along with Munoz because 
they also hated guns and violence. The 
Old Man believed that violence at- 
tracted violence, that if they projected 
a businessman's attitude they would 
allract businessmen. 

The Trampoline, the route from Co- 
lombia to Los Angeles, started on Mu- 
noz's ranch outside Juarez. He had 
contructed landing strips that regularly 
received small, fast turbojets carrying 
hundreds of kilos of pure cocaine from 
Colombia. A fleet of planes and acorps 
of pilots made frequent flights to jungle 
landing sites in the mountains of Bolivia 
and Peru. Workers on the ranch quickly 
packed the rectangular one-kilo pack- 
ages of cocaine into cars and trucks, 

The loads were driven to one of five 
warehouses on El Paso’s West Side. 
Tapia workers packed the kilos of co- 
caine into secret compartments of 
tractor-trailer trucks, a false back was 
put in place, and the remaining visible 
portion of the trailer was loaded with 
Mexican artifacts and furniture. The 
Tapias also provided Munoz with valu- 
able and reliable contacts in Los An- 
geles's Mexican underworld to deliver 
shipments to his Colombian cus- 
tomers. 

In the fall of 1987, Carlos Tapia Ponce 
rented the warehouse in the town of 
Sylmar. They told the rental agent that 
they would be using it to house their 
import-export business, which dealt in 
Mexican art and artifacts, Once a week 
an enormous trailer slowly backed 
down the narrow driveway, was un- 
loaded by a handful of workers, and 
then drove away. Otherwise, there was 
little activity around the warehouse. 
Munoz attracted no attention. He pre- 
sented the image of a real estate baron. 

“Behind all this simplicity was an or- 
ganization of more than 200 people,” 
said D.E.A. Texas chief Phil Jordan, 
“pilots who flew the cocaine loads from 
Colombia, workers who unloaded the 
shipments, Cutters, packagers, car and 
truck drivers, warehouse ‘longshore- 
men in El Paso, and numerous aides, 
assistants, and gofers. Also on the pay- 
roll were bank executives and loan of- 
ficers, who handled the laundering, and 
investment advisers, who invested the 
family's profits into legitimate busi- 
nesses. 

“The Medellin and Cali traffickers 
looked to this operation more and more 
as the transshipment point to the west- 
ern United States,” continued Jordan. 
‘As a result, Munoz made the final step 
from small. tough businessman in the 
world of narcotics to a great narcotraf- 
icante in the world of criminal industry." 

Munoz's success allowed him to be- 
come real estate rich. He bought a 
magnificent ranch in Cancun; a lavish 
villa in Acapulco; one of Juarez’s most 
respected restaurants, the elegant 
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A former drug agent's 
infantile book dumps on a 
case in which federal 
agents actually put their 
careers on the line. 


OUT TAKES 


BY JOHN CUMMINGS 


As intelligence gathering 
has become bonded to 
| drug trafficking, | have wit- 
nessed the trauma among 
federal agents and police 
who have come to realize 
that what they are fighting 
in the drug war is, in reality, 
| their own government. Peo- 
ple in the alphabet soup of 
law enforcement saw their 
government ordering them 
to lay down their lives if 
necessary to apprehend 
major drug dealers—only 
to find that same govern- 
ment, acting through other 
agencies, working with men 
like Manuel Noriega 

As a result, some law- 
| enforcement personnel suf- 
fered severe personal and 
emotional burnout when 
they finally faced and 
understood the duplicity. 
Others imploded with rage. 

That seems to be what 
happened to Michael Le- 
vine (above). After more 
than 25 years working 
undercover for the Drug 
Enforcement Administration, 
Levine now concludes that 
his career fighting the War 
on Drugs was meaningless. 
“The war itself is a fraud,” 
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Levine writes in the pro- 


| logue to his best-selling 


book Deep Cover. Levine 
says that he was an 
accomplice to a charade 
geared solely to attract 
maximum media attention. 
But Levine, instead of 


| sulking, decided to give 


vent to his destructive rage 
by attacking not just the 
D.E.A., but just about 
everyone with whom he 
had worked. And, unfortu- 
nately, his rage gives way 
to petulant, often infantile 
rantings. The result is a 
book that ends up dumping 
on a case in which other 


| federal agents and a cou- 


ple of prosecutors really 
did put their careers on the 
line to achieve some signifi- 
cant results—"Operation 
Saber.” 

Levine trashes just about 
everything and everyone 
connected with Saber. Yet 
it was one of those rare 
cases centered not on 
street-leve, dealers but on 
men who operate with the 
help of a corrupt foreign 
government—in this case, 
Mexico. Two Mexican Army 


| officers, including a gen- 


eral, were charged In con- 


/ nection with the Saber 


case. They have not yet 
been tried, since Mexico 


| has not extradited them. 


These kinds of investiga- 
tions into foreign govern- 
ments connections with 
drugs do not sit well with 


official Washington, particu- 


larly the White House and 
the State Department, 


| which sees such revela- 


lions as a threat to 
“national security.” And 


} such inquiries have been 


successful only to the 
extent that individual fed- 


eral prosecutors and 
agents worked with stealth. 
They kept the essentials of 
their cases secret, not only 
from those they were inves- 
ligating, but just as impor- 
tantly, from their superiors 
in Washington. 

One of Levine's main tar- 
gets, interestingly, is one of 
the main players in Saber, 
a man named David 
Wheeler, someone | have 


come to know fairly well. 


How to describe David 
Wheeler? Not an easy task. 
Wheeler's father was once 
a State Department official 
and Wheeler grew up with 
the advantages of educa- 
tion and travel. Yet he was 
@ drug dealer much of his 
adult life. He is a man whoa 
lived by his wits and was 
quite manipulative. Due to 
his early days as a fledg- 
ling screenwriter in Holly- 
wood, Wheeler has a flair 


| for the dramatic. 


Wheeler became part of 
Saber when he was 
arrested in a drug sting in 
Oklahoma in 1986. Levine 
thinks of Wheeler as a 
“snitch.” Wheeler says he 
was “an operative.” Either 
way, Wheeler was effective. 
Wheeler was, in fact, so 
adroit that during his years 
as a drug dealer in Mexico, 
he became one of the 


| trusted operatives in a traf- 


ficking scheme that was 
actually run directly by the 
Mexican intelligence ser- 
vice, the D.FS. When it 
wasnt overseeing political 
death squads or doing the 
C,|.A.'s dirty work, it was 
dealing in drugs. The 
D.FS.'s trafficking capabili- 
ties were enhanced in no 
small measure by the state- 
of-the-art computers and 


technical advice given to it 


} by the CLA. 


In any case, when 
Wheeler offered this infor- 
mation to the D.E.A. at the 
time of his arrest, it simply 


| wasn't interested. What did 


the D.E.A. want? It didn't 
want substance; it wanted 
some quick headlines. The 
D.E.A, wanted Wheeler to 
give it a movie star or two 
When Wheeler said no, the 
D.E.A. walked away. Levine 


| says that the D.E.A.’s deci- 


sion was based on Whee- 
ler's lack of credibility. But 
as soon as another law- 
enforcement agency. the 
US. Customs Service, 
showed an interest in the 
case, the D.E.A. quickly 
changed its mind and sent 
Levine to work with 
Wheeler so it could again 
lay claim to the turf it had 
earlier abandoned. 

lt was a U.S. Customs 
agent named Joe Robles 
who put his career on the 
line and took a chance with 
Wheeler, And Robles, along | 
with Assistant U.S. Attorney | 
stephen Nelson, really 
gambled by turning 
Wheeler loose. Wheeler 
simply could have run. But 
the gamble paid off. 

But ironically, by trashing 


| Wheeler and disclosing 


behind-the-scenes details 
of the prosecution, Levine 
could have opened the 
door to something he prob- 


| ably never intended: a new 


trial for the defendants he 
helped send away. 

In an interview Levine 
conceded his total distaste 
for Wheeler. “But | wasn't 
trying to trash anyone,” he 
Said, “especially not Robles 


| or Nelson. | was just trying 


to show how it was."O+-q 
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Florida Restaurant; and shopping cen- 
ters, office buildings. and hotels. He 
had all of the ornaments in one of his 
hotels replaced with gold fixtures, tinted 
gold mirrors, and marble. Often seen 
around Juarez in his western outfit, 
boots and a cowboy hat, he became a 
legend, E/ Ganadero, the Cattleman. 

Meanwhile, Rafa was released from 
CeReSo prison and immediately went 
into hiding in Juarez as he began trying 
to resume control of his operation. Mu- 
noz, his former underboss, was now the 
prince of the border cities. Looking for 
a deal, Aguilar resumed his partnership 
with Munoz. Through his connections in 
Colombia, Mufioz was able to outdis- 
tance all other Mexican narcotraficantes 
in terms of wealth and political power. He 
had become the greatest smuggler in the 
history of a country where smugglers 
were legendary. 

"Munoz was like the king,” said a 
source. “Everyone was in awe of him. 
He was so smart and so under control. 
He used to handle any problems and 
disputes.” 

By 1988 the "overmighty family” of 
Rafael Mufoz, Rafael Aguilar, Carlos 
Tapia Ponce, and their various blood 
and marriage relations had created the 
greatest cocaine organization in the 
world. That first year the Trampoline 
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shipped 60 tons of cocaine into the Los 
Angeles warehouse—worth $12 billion, 
more than the gross income of most 
U.S. corporations. At times they were 
dispersing aS much as three tons of 
cocaine a week among the Colombi- 
ans in Los Angeles. 

In Miami and New York City, cocaine 
gangs competed ferociously, bloody 
shoot-outs occurred regularly on the 
streets, and informants leaked news to 
the D.E.A. about various rival gangs. 
But the patriarchal family structure of 
the Munoz-Colombian operation was so 
tight and ordered that even though the 
D.E.A. knew the names of most of the 
principals involved and had had them 
under surveillance, no hints of the stag- 
gering volume of cocaine it was trans- 
porting ever reached the D.E.A. As a 
result, hundreds of tons of cocaine were 
moving undetected through the Juarez— 
El Paso corridor, past the offices of the 
undermanned D.E.A. and other U.S. 
narcolics agencies. 

The organization was earning sums 
of money that were beyond breathtak- 
ing. “They had gone from being rich," 
said Phil Jordan, “to being very rich.” 
But while other traffickers ostenta- 
tiously paraded their sudden wealth 
around Mexican capitals, the Aguilar- 
Munfoz-Tapia family remained insular, 
bound by the traditions of honoring their 
fathers and associating mostly with 
family, intermarrying and growing. They 
used their great wealth to move away 


from the streets where they had grown 
up and the back alleys where they had 
made their first deals to the most afflu- 
ent neighborhoods and isolated loca- 
tions of Mexico. 

Munoz had taken every precaution 
against being discovered. His planning 
was faultless, his security impeccable. 
Nothing ever went wrong. But in the 
end, he was foiled by bad luck. The 
empire would be toppled by the tip of 
a neighbor in Sylmar. 


Saturday night after the bust in Los An- 
geles, the Old Man, Carlos Tapia Ponce, 
and his son Hector Anchondo were ar- 
rested while attending a floor show in 
Las Vegas. In El Paso a massive task 
force of U.S. and Mexican agents raided 
every known address of the Tapias. 
They found over $3.1 million in cash. 
It's been said that Mufhoz, who'd been 
keeping a low profile since the Sylmar 
bust, was tipped off about the impend- 
ing raid—his wife and children sped 
away the day before the police arrived. 
But he was arrested a few days later 
when 50 federales stormed the hotel in 
Juarez where he was hiding out. 

The prince of the city was in jail, his 
kingdom shattered by what the Mexi- 
cans call ni modo—tough luck. His 
partner and brother-in-law had disap- 
peared into the shadows in Mexico. 
Despite his arrest, however, Munoz had 
left a legend on the border. For a time, 
a group of men who had grown up in 
Mexico's brutal poverty had created a 
kingdom of great wealth. They had lived 
in grand style and even shared the 
wealth with those less fortunate. Most 
of all, they had created a symbol for all 
poor Mexicans of success and victory 
over all the forces that were trying to 
destroy them. 

Perhaps the irony of the drug busi- 
ness wasn't lost on them. The Ameri- 
cans were now talking of legalizing co- 
caine. The U.S. government, it was 
proposed, could dispense it. through 
federal pharmacies. It made sénse that 
the Americans would ultimately contro! 
all drugs. It was, after all, American de- 
mand that had created the trade and 
inspired the dreams of an empire that 
were born and nurtured in Mexico and 
finally died in Los Angeles. 

Meanwhile, America’s drug shock 
troops, the street narcs and D.E.A. 
agents on the border, moved on to other 
cases or put in for transfers to other 
front lines in the losing war. Nothing 
changed on the streets. Ot—-q 
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1. Suppose. . . you were in the south- 
ernmost state of the United States. 
What state would that be’? 

2. Suppose .. . you took a walk due 


south from east Detroit. What foreign | 


| country would you come to first? 

3. Suppose ... you looked at a 
clock between two and three in the 
afternoon and mistook the minute 
hand for the hour hand. Later you dis- 
covered your mistake, noting that you 
had thought the time was 55 minutes 


earlier than it really was. What time | 


would it have been? 
4. Suppose .. . you were a profes- 


sor of English and a student handed | 


| in the following statements. How would 
you correct them? (a) Verbs has to 
agree with their subjects. (b) Don't use 
no double negatives. (c) A preposi- 
tion is something you should never 
end a sentence with. (d) When one is 
writing, it is important to maintain your 
point of view. (e) Don't say the same 


thing more than once. Its redundant | 


and repetitious. (f) Each pronoun 

should agree with their antecedent. 
| §. Suppose ... you were traveling 
| ina vehicle that was moving through 
an unmoving medium. If the medium 
were absent, your vehicle would con- 
tinue to move at the same speed. Be- 
cause of the medium, however, your 
vehicle loses energy through friction 
| and speeds up. You'd be traveling in 
what vehicle? 

6. Suppose . '. you were a billion- 
| aire. Your club wants to raise money 
for its favorite charity, Lesbian Moth- 
ers for Peace. You arrive late al a 
meeting called to elicit pledges and 


blurt out that you will match all other | 


donations. Donald Plump, a member 
of the Billionaire Boys’ Club, faints on 
hearing this. Why’? 

7. Suppose .. . the day after the day 
before a week from tomorrow is five 
| days after Tuesday. What day is it? 

8. Suppose ... you had to deter- 
mine what the following words have 
in common: (a) shrapnel; (b) cardi- 


gan; (c) chauvinism; (d) guillotine. | 


What would be the link between them? 
9. Suppose ... that in your line of 
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work it was necessary for you to Know 
the meanings of the following terms: 
rond, paso doble, and no foot rise. 
What would you be doing? 

10. Suppose ... you were con- 
victed of a capital crime in China. How 
would you be executed? 

11. Suppose ... you went swim- 
ming in the highest lake in the world. 


| You would be in what country? 


12. Suppose ... you could travel 
from New York to London and arrive 
before you left. How would you have 
to travel? 

13. Suppose ... you had a drive- 
way exactly 100 feet long and wanted 
to build a fence on each side, placing 
posts exactly ten feet apart. How 


| many posts would you need? 


14. Suppose ... you had to dis- 


| cover a number between ten and 100 
| that reads the same viewed upside 


down as it does right side up. What 
number would it be? 

15. Suppose ... there was a word 
that became shorter when you added 
two letters. What word would it be? 

16. Suppose. . . you were convicted 
of the crime most often committed by 
U.S. women. What crime would it be? 

17. Suppose . . . you wanted to paint 
your car the safest color. What color 
should you choose? 

18. Suppose ... you wanted to 
catch up to a person who was walk- 
ing ahead of you at three miles per 
hour and had a two-hour head start. 


MES 


You can follow them at six miles per 
hour. How long after they started 
would you catch up? 

19. Suppose ... you were betting 


on a walking race between a swan, a 


goose, and a duck. Which would be 
the most likely to win’? 

20. Suppose ... you were in the 
one place where the U.S. flag flies at 
full staff around the clock and is never 
saluted. Where would you be? 


Answers: 1. Hawaii. 2. Canada. 3. The 


| correct time would have been five and 


five-elevenths of a minute past two. 
4. (a) Verbs have to agree with their | 


'| subjects. (b) Don't use any double | 


negatives. (c) Never end a sentence | 
with a preposition. (d) When you are | 
writing, itis important to maintain your 
point of view. (e) Don't say the same | 
thing more than once. It's redundant. 
(f) Each pronoun should agree with | 
its antecedent. 5. You are in orbit in 
the space shuttle. The friction with the 
atmosphere causes the orbit to de- 
cay and the speed to increase as the 
shuttle drops into a lower orbit—until 
it commences braking maneuvers, of 
course. 6. Plump has just made the 


| same pledge. Thus, if a third member 


pledges so much as a dollar, both of 
you will go broke trying to match each 
other's donation. 7. Saturday. 8. All four 
words are derived from proper names. 
(a) Invented by Henry Shrapnel: (b) 
after James Thomas Brudenell, sev- 
enth earl of Cardigan; (c) after Nico- 
las Chauvin, a character excessively 
gevoted to Napoleon; (d) invented by 
Joseph Guillotin. 9. You'd be a ball- 
room-dancing instructor. 10. Effi- 
ciently. A single bullet in the back of | 


| the head. 11. Tibet. 12. You would have 


flown on the Concorde. With its three- 
hour flying time, you'd arrive in Lon- 
don two hours before you left New 
York. 13. Twenty-two. 14, Sixty-nine. 
15. Short. 16. Shoplifting. 17. You'd be 
wise to choose pink. A Swedish sur- | 
vey of more than 31,000 accidents | 
found that pink showed up least. 18. 
Four hours. 19. Put your money on the 


| goose. 20. The moon.O+-4_ 
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and fantasized about this for so long. 

| can honestly say that being sepa- 
rated like this has its advantages and 
disadvantages. | sure appreciate my 
husband a lot more. Our reunions are 
wonderful and sexually fulfilling. I'm 
proud to be married to a Navy pilot—| 
wouldn't trade my life for anything.— 
Name and adaress withheld 


AN AMERICAN IN PARIS 
| recently visited Paris for a vacation. 
The spring weather had just arrived, and 
the crowds of tourists hadn't come yet. 
Trying to feel a little French, | went out 
without my panties and bra—just a skirt 
and a sweater. 

lt must be a small world, because later 
that morning | saw a former roommate's 
boyfriend. We met at a large museum 
and at first there was some small talk 
about art. The underlying tension 
Started to dissolve when we talked 
about how we had broken up with our 
respective boyfriend and girlfriend. | 
also told him that | had secretly had the 
hots for him when he was attached. One 
thing led to another, and soon we were 
passionately French-kissing next to 
some French paintings in France. This 
museum has many small, isolated 
rooms and the floor creaks, so we felt 
that we would have some warning. But 


we were so hot we diant care if we got 
caught. 

Anyway, the fact that! wasn't wearing 
panties or a bra added to our passion. 
My friend could grab my smooth ass 
and slip his fingers into my dripping 
cunt. | ve always played with my clit in 
bed, but it was a newly discovered sen- 
salion to have my lips parted and fin- 
gers slipping into my hot cunt from that 
angle. My nipples were rock-hard, and 
the material of my sweater was rubbing 
sensuously against them. Finally, we 
were both on the floor and my new lover 
took off my sweater. My breasts are firm, 
nice-sized, and pretty, and | wanted him 
to paw them so badly. 

After a few moments of this, we 
landed in a sixty-nine position. His cock 
was a big one, but it was beautiful. He 
licked my clit so furiously, yet so gently, 
that | soon came all over him. 

By this point | wanted him inside of 
me, so | turned my body around and 
sat on his cock. He grabbed my ass 
with both hands and helped me pump 
up and down. He also played with my 
breasts when he wasn't caressing my 
ass. All this stimulation got me going 
and soon | came again, Then he shot 
his load deep inside me as my cunt 
gripped his throbbing member. We were 
both shaking uncontrollably. It was then 
that | remembered where we were and 
that someone might find us. Laughing 
the whole time, we went to a local café 
for some Junch. The rest of the trip was 


“Tell me—do you always wear this much mascara?" 
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full of fun, sight-seeing, and lots of 
sex'—Name and address withheld 


ON THE ROAD 

The other night my lover and | were on 
our way home from a comedy show. We 
had an hour's ride ahead of us, and we 
werent on the road long before our 
thoughts turned to sex. Loving to play 
the tease, | decided to make the most 
of what | was wearing—a hot-pink dress 
with buttons from top to bottom. | slowly 
unbuttoned my dress, first exposing my 
tits, then my thighs. The reaction | got 
from my man was all the encourage- 
ment | needed to continue. 

Even with the air conditioner on in the 
car, you could feel the heat blasting be- 
tween the two of us. | removed my pant- 
ies and bra, leaned back against the 
door, and stretched out, putting one leg 
on the back of Hector’s seat and the 
other on the dashboard to bare my now 
wet and hot pussy. It has always been 
one of his fantasies to watch me mas- 
turbate, so | began to circle my clit with 
my thumb, then eased my middle finger 
in and out of my sopping hole. 

By this time it was obvious that Hec- 
lor was having an extremely hard time 
keeping his eyes on the road. | thought 
it would be best to cool things down a 
bit, so | swung my body around and put 
my head in his lap with my feet against 
the door. Within seconds, one of his 
hands was between my thighs, his fin- 
gers on my throbbing clit, driving me 
crazy with lust. 

We were both so aroused that we 
didn't notice we had an audience until 
we heard the sound of a horn. | looked 
up to see an 18-wheeler in the next lane. 
The driver was honking his horn and 
shouting out his window while keeping 
pace with our car. Knowing |'m a bit of 
an exhibitionist, Hector decided to play 
this for all it was worth. He continued 
rubbing my clit at a frantic speed, 
bringing me to the brink. 

He turned on the interior lights, giving 
the trucker a perfect view of my naked 
body writhing in orgasm. We then sped 
off down the road, thinking we were 
leaving our audience behind. But a short 
way down the turnpike, we came upon 
several other truckers, all honking and 
waving, and realized that we must have 
been the talk of the airwaves that night! 
We decided it was probably best to take 
a different route before we caused an 
accident. | wonder if this is what Willie 
Nelson meant when he sang, ‘Just can't 
wait to get on the road again. —Name 
and adaress withheldOt—_ 


For more provocative, stimulating, | 
and controversial letters, read the | 
exciting Forum Magazine now on | 

| sale at your newsstand, or for this 


| month's copy, send $3.00 to Forum 
| Magazine, 200 N. 12th St., Newark, 
NJ 07104. 


~ 
EROTIC TELEPHONE NETWORK 


Only dialing Penthouse puts you in touch with so many different women and so 
many sensuous pleasures. Listen to Hot Talk, revealing Confessions, sizziling Variations and 
our incredible Penthouse Pets. You can even share your fantasies. 


ONE NUMBER FOR A DAZZLING | | NOWLTHE PENTHOUSE PARTYLINE 
VARIETY OF EROTIC DELIGHTS USAIN eas 
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“Billed discreetly to VISA or MC “Have your VISA or MC# ready to enter by touchtone phone. 
$2.00 The first minute and 95¢ each additional minute. 


MUST BE 18 YEARS OF AGE OR OLDER. 
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THE REVOLVING BOOKCASE—(Vo Assembly Required 


his elegant showcase for your favorite 

books or cassette library crafted from 
hand-selected solid oak. You can use them in 
your family room, bedroom, office or in your 
living room as end tables. Mounted on a spe- 
cifically concealed ball-bearing base, the book- 
case rotates a full 360 degrees with only a 
touch and needs only 4" clearance You have 
easy access to any of the 8 individual compart: 
ments, each a roomy 11"H x 914"W x 6"D It’s 
a total of nearly 6 linear feet of space. for stor- 
Ing your DOOKS, video tapes, cassettes, collec- 
tidles, etc. Overall size is 2612" high, 1734" wide 
and 17%" deep. Available in classic oak or 
mahogany finish. Oak $149.98 ($22.95) 
#41929, Mahogany $159.98 ($22.95) #A1930. 


SONIC MASSAGER 


he Novafon Sonic Massager boasts 

over one half million users in Europe 
and hundreds of sports trainers and physi- 
clans recommended the Novafon world- 
wide That's because mixed frequencies of 
sound (up to 10,000 oscillations per second) 
penetrate 2¥%4" beneath the skin to stimu- 
late blood circulation and relax stressed 
muscles Made of light metal alloy, and with 
no moving parts to wear out, it’s complete- 
ly safe. 714", Boz, 14" coiled cord extends 
to 6 ft. Comes with 1 flat, 1 rounded wash- 
able head. 1 year warranty. §135.98 
($10.00) #A1953. 


ODOR AND STAIN ELIMINATOR 

p ut this natural cleansing/purifying prin- 

ciple to work in your home. You can 
eliminate all the stains and odors caused 
by animal accidents. Also works as a general 
all purpose cleaner. Works on mildew and 
perspiration. 2 180z. aerosol cans of OUT 
STAIN ELIMINATOR and 2 1607. squeeze bot- 


tles of OUT ODOR ELIMINATOR: $24.98 
($4.25) #A1881 


MALL 


TALKING ALARM CLOCK 


ired of waking up to an annoying buzz? 

Why not awake to a crowing rooster 
and time report! Our battery operated talk- 
ing alarm clock announces the hour and 
gives the time with the push of a button. 
Sleek design in white with LCD readout 
Takes 4 "AA" batteries (not included). 514"x 
3"x4" $27.98 (S450) #41916 


PERFECT KITCHEN ROLL DISPENSER AND 


3 PIECE KITCHEN TOOL KIT 


oO kitchen wraps have you all thumbs? 

/ Then THE Perfect Kitchen Dispenser is 
for you. It’s the only one that, cut after cut, 
holds the roll end ready to be picked up and 
pullea out for the next sheet. The two 
“neat sheet” cutters feature stainless stee! 
blades for cutting that’s a cinch. Holds stan- 
Gard rolls of clina-film, aluminum foil, or 
Wax Paper plus a paper towel holder. Simple 
front loading procedure makes replace- 
ment a snap Sleek white and grey desian 
Fits any decor. But there’s more: it comes 
with state of the art hand can opener. su- 
per strong Jar and bottle opener, and im- 
pressive garlicionion press with 2 inserts for 
fine and coarse pressing. So get a handle 
on kitchen wraps and treat yourself 
$69.98 ($8.50) #A1954 


<= 


his outdoor light can fulfill a dream — 

without the expense of underground wir- 
Ing and re-sodding the lawn. Elegantly unob- 
trusive design in matte black includes a solar 
panel on one surface; a built-in battery is 
recharged daily and a photosensor activates 
the incandescent light at dusk (or you can over- 
ride the automatic feature), The light produc: 
ed averages 5 hours in June, depending on 
geographic location; overcast skies, shady con- 
ditions or winter's short days decrease the 
time 5"x6%" fixture comes with optional wall 
bracket and a 20"-tall rustproof aluminum 
mounting stake that simply inserts into the 
ground. Now, that’s easy installation! Included 
are a tungsten bulb plus a spare, and battery 
with estimated 2 to 4 year life: replaceable 
$59.98 ($6.00) #41813. 2 for $99.98 ($8.00) 
#A1813/2 
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1. DISPENSER 

| 2. HAND CAN OPENER 

3. JAR AND BOTTLE OPENER 
| 4. GARLIC/ONION PRESS 


Y QUIK-FOLD® 


S imply grasp the edges of this clever patented 
table — the top separates, the halves flip down 
and a convenient handie appears from nowhere! 
Weighing just 8 pounds, it totes easily wherever need- 
ed; lift the edges and it’s instantly positioned, 21” tall. 
it has a 19¥2"x2114" surface with plenty of room for 


snacks, plant display, games, you name it 


— A TABLE ON THE CO 


POOLSIDE 


The fact that the durable styrene is the 
kind used for football helmets indicates 
its strength and impact resistance, plus 
it's entirely water-safe in kitchen, bath or 
outdoors. Three attractive colors are 
molded in, not painted — so no peeling 
or chipping. Specify Off-white #A1831:. 
Slate Blue #41832: Red, #A1833. Any col- 
or just $19.98 ($6.50). 


Y YOUR FACE WILL THINK YOU'VE 
BEEN TO A LUXURY SPA 


« ome of the world’s most famous pro- 

fessional salons rely on the deep- 
cleaning and rejuvenating effects of facial 
steaming. Accomplishing it at home has 
meant leaning over a stove under a towel 
tent — and who can be bothered? Now, 
there’s the Episauna — just fill with tap 
water, plug in, flip up the hood to a com- 
fortable angle and enjoy the warm, sooth- 
ing mist. Tense facial muscles relax, nature's 
OWN perspiration system is stimulated to 
open and clean pores; built-up cosmetics 
and grime disappear. Use with your favorite 
cream and see its effects multiplied — dry, 
even over-sunned or chapped skin — can 
benefit. With hood flipped down, Episauna 
is just 312” tall, for easy storing or packing. 
UL listed, doubles as a vaporizer/inhaler for 
nasal congestion. $39.98 (54.00) #A1862. 


Allow 30 days for delivery 


Magalog Marketing Group Inc © 1990 


CALL TOLL FREE 24 HRS. 


¥Y DO FLEAS HAVE EARS? 
T. the Microtech Flea Collar with its blasts 


1 of ultrasound creates such an intoler- 
able environment that fleas and ticks aban- 
don their pet hosts within 5 days. It is 
designed specifically for fleas and focuses 
ona4' zone of protection, the Microtech 
Collar outperforms other kinds of ultra- 
sonic pest chasers. A vast improvement 
Over poison powders and chemical collars. 
Works on cats or dogs. Adjustable 19” col- 
lar fits 97% of dogs and runs for 6-8 
months on ? lithium cells (included). You 
can afford to see if it really works because 
you are fully protected by our guarantee — 
you have nothing to lose but the fleas! 
$44.98 ($3.00) #41796, DOG; $44.98 ($3.00) 
#A1/96C, CAT. 


7 DAYS 


TO ORDER: Send check with item number for total amounts, plus shipping & handling shown in( ) payable to MAIL ORDER MALL. 
DEPT. PH 080; PO. Box 3006, Lakewood, N. 08701, or call TOLL FREE 1-800-365-8493. NJ residents add 6% sales tax. We honor MasterCard 
| Visa. Sorry, no Canadian, foreign, or COD. orders. Satisfaction Guaranteed. 30 day money back guarantee for exchange or refund. 
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¥ FAN-TASTIC 


ll fans circulate air, but this is the only 

fan that circulates air in all directions 
at once. Wall to wall, floor to ceiling. As the 
fan operates a unique rotating grill directs 
the air flow through a 360° sweep, so it is 
not blasting out in a single current. Push: 
button controls turn grill rotation on/off 
select among three fan speeds. This is a 
year-round fan, ideal for keeping heat off 
the ceiling in winter, moving cool air off the 
floor in summer. Measures 16"x1814"x7" 
slim (12" fan diameter), weighs only 8 Ibs. 
for easy portability. Quiet operation, UL list- 
ed, one year limited warranty, costs only 
$49.98 (57.00) #41868. 


Y DIVER’S WATCH 


he Diver's Watch, priced under $50, is 

rated waterproof to 5 atmospheres 
(over 150’). The movable bezel, case and 
band are all “black chrome” plated in a 
rugged matte finish. Two sunken faces pro- 
vide fully independent digital and analog 
CIMeKeeping, SO YOU Can Set one face to 
home time and one to travel time Date day 
and month display; alarm; 1/100 second 
chronograph with lap timer; choice of hour- 
ly chime, 12 or 24-hour format. Precision 
Japanese movement. 1-yr. warranty. 
$39.98 ($5.00) #A1490. 


a 8 
hel Vy 


1-800-365-8493 | 


1905 Swarthmore Ave. Lakewood. NJ 08701 


Pn tite eee atid 


TO ORDER...MAIL DIRECTLY TO THE NAME AND ADDRESS ( OF THE ADVERTISERS SHOWN! 
in future LEISURE EMPOR, 


ADVERTISERS: To find out how you can be included 
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| DON'T JUST 
FANTASIZE 
ABOUT IT! 
MEET YOUR 
IDEAL LOVER! 
(213) 630- 

| 0813 


Private Encounters is a sophisticated adult dating 
service for singles and swinging couples. Beauti- 
ful exciting women are waiting to meet you! Call 
today for direct contacts in your area. Your idel 
lover is only a phone call away! Call our office Now 
at 1-213-630-0813 (24hrs-7 Days). 


Just to get your valued business we are making | 


this irresistible, introductory offer. We have spe- 
| cially selected 25 of our most popular videos 
| featuring hot intense, XXX hardcore sex action with 
the most famous superstars. This comes with no 
further obligation, however we will include abso- 
lutely free, our catalog of other hot videos and 
magazines to browse through at your leisure. If 
you don't agree that these are the best videos 
you've ever seen simply return for a full refund of 
ne rchase pre Send $12 (plus $4.50 P&H) to 

VIDEO Dept E80 P.O. Box M827 Gary In. 
90401-0017. Specify VHS or BETA. Must be 18 to 
order. Customer Service Inquiries Only 1-219- 
981-2274. 


| MEET 
BEAUTIFUL 
AND 
SENSUAL 
LADI 


| CALL TOLL 
FREE 
1-800-289- 
MEET 


Make Your Fantasy a Reality. We will offer you 
direct contacts nationwide. Let us connect 
with America's most beautiful women. IT'S TOLL 
FREE. CALL 1-800-289-MEET 


| OUR GIRLS LOVE THE WILD THING!!! 


To Meet Wet & Wild Women, Join Direct Contacts 


| Dating Club Call Kelly at 213-630-0613 for info, 


DATE SEXY LADIES! 
Free Photo's. Latins Box 1716-P, Chula Vista, CA 92012 


| or call 24hrs (619) 425-1867. 


RENT A DATE 
Chi Land Only. Noon-4 (7 Days) (312) 758-8111, 
6762. Your location, women apply. 


FREE ADULT MOVIE CATALOG! 
ror Films, 3621 W. Commonwealth, Fullerton, CA. 


ou DARLING! I'M SO LONELY! 

Ladies pay you tor your Special Services FUN & 
cad Details $1.00 Special Services, P.O. Box 100046, 
PH890 Fort Lauderdale, FL 33310 or call Linda, 1-305- 

5.5416. 


FREE HOT SEX CATALOG! 
Loaded with XXX Videos, Mags, Vibes, Lubes and much 
more! Send your Name and ress to Adam & Eve 


| P.O. Box 200 Dept. PH175, Carrboro, N.C, 27510. 


Over 170 pages, more than 50 explicit pie. Send $2 
& handling) To: Adam & Eve, 
172, Carrboro, N.C. 27510 


| Sizzling centerfold CHRISTY CANYON is the ulti- 
| mate fantas = of erotica. Christy canbe yoursin | 


INSIDE CHRISTY CANYON. Jampacked with one 
jucy and sizzling sexcapade after another, this is 
one offer you can't afford to miss! Send $4.95 for 

and handling to Adam & Eve PO Box 900 


stage 
Dept: PH 174, Carrboro, NC 27510. 


This is the Sex Hormone that ie eshte THE 
SIZE OF YOUR MUSCLES. It also $ you 
MORE STRENGTH, SELF CONFIDE ICE and 
aie origi Now based on research from the 
t of Agriculture we have developed 
Sonor "Government Evidence shows it can 


| stimulate Testosterone Production. Pro Bod 


Builders are using it instead of Steroids! 
GUARANTEE RESULTS!! For a 50 day suppl 
send $30 to: Adonis Health, P.O. Box 1283- 
Lawrence, Kansas 66044-8236. To order with 
Visa/MC, Call 1-800-458-2503 (ask for ext. #8). 


O,Box 900 Dept. | 


800 Second Ave., N.Y.,N.¥10017! Or call (212) 986-6642 


VIDEOS 
UNCENSORED, 
UNCUT 

ONLY $1.95 
EACH 


Packed with brand new footage of wild, blistering 
--hot sex--uncut, uncensored! 12 high-voltage | 
VideoMail exclusives recorded on high resolution 

roe video. You get all 12 for just $1.95 each-- 
lievable! More than 25 Super Sex Stars for 
your viewing pleasure. You a Skin Tight, Back | 

de Glide, Torrid Trio, Back on Black, Two by 
esol Heavenly Knockers, Wanton Wife's Fan- 
. Tempting Triangle, Lesbian Heat, Breast 


| Bal ing Babe, Double Your Assets, and Oriental 


Aphrodesia. Send $23.40 (we pa baat e& | 
handling) to VideoMail PO Box 1550 177 | 
New York, New York 10159, 


AMATEUR 
ADULT XXX 
VIDEOS REAL 
SWINGERS 


Hi I'm Nickey. 1 Tired nel bored with the same old 
PORNO Stars and tired old action? Then I'm invit- 
ing you to see REAL SWINGERS from 18-72 in 
the HOTTEST all AMATEUR ADULT VIDEOS. | 
as rated by Natl. Magazines. See couples, Bi. 
ZARRE, LESBIAN, LINGERE & Solo Girl action, 
Watch REAL ORGIES. Exhibitionism and voyeur 
—— Get our Top-Rated 2HR Preview Tape for 
ni Pe .95. Save $10 by calling 1-800-526-8618 
using MC/VISA For a free catalog write AB, 
955 West Lancaster Ad. Suite 430, Orlando, FL 
32809. (No sales in Fla.) 


| We'll put you in contact with the most exciting 


people across the cou who love to Swing! 
Call for listing 1-800-456-8272, 24 hrs. V/MC. 


Reg. $79.95 Now only $39.95 Save 
50%! Rated 5 Stars Volcanic! The 
legendary talents of adult film direc- 
tor Alex deRenzy are now captured 
forever in the video medium with an 
award winning cast. Porche Lynn, 
Nina Hartley, Tracey Adams and 
SHARON KANE explode in a fren- 
zy of nymphomaniacal passion. 


Reg. $79.95 Now Only $39.95 Save 
50%! Rated 4 Stars and Volcanic! 
John Leslie's sexy study of strip 
clubs, detectives and the young and 
horny crowd. Stars CHER! TAYLOR 
and many more in a non-stop 
sexathon. 


Reg. $79.95 Now Only $39.95 Save 
50%! The Highest Rated Video of 
1988 at 5 Stars and Volcanic! Lois 
Ayres, Keisha, Bionca and John Les- 
lie. Plot, acting, character develop- 
ment and terrific sex keep you inter- 
ested every minute! Description by 
PORCHE LYNN. 


Reg. $79.95 Now Only $39.95 
Save 50%! ‘Film Of The Year!” 
XRCO/AN.N. “Highest Rating’’ 
Adam Film World. John Leslie's 
classic study of a woman's Car- 
nal passions is told with the help 
of a star-studded cast featuring 
Lauryl Canyon, Megan Leigh, 
and Peter North in a roundelay 
of erotically charged sex. 
Description by HYAPATIA LEE. 


WITH THE 
PURCHASE OF 
ANY 2 FILMS THE 
1990 DIRECTORY 
OF ADULT FILMS. 
OR 

PURCHASE THE 
228 PAGE ADULT 
DIRECTORY 
SEPARATELY FOR 
ONLY $6.95 


Reg. $79.95 Now Only $39.95 Save 50%! Nominated for Best Picture 
and one of the Highest Rated X-Rated Videos of 1989 at 4 Stars and 
Volcanic! Tori Welles, VICTORIA PARIS, Debbie Diamond, and Pamela 
Rose lead a lewd, crude and nasty crew of carnal enthusiasts. Non- 
stop, wall-to-wall, sexplosive action from the new master of erotica, 
John Leslie. Destined to be a Classic! 


and enter the desired extention # to hear a description of 
the film by the star whose name appears in bold. Must be 
18 or older. $1.00 per minute. Call anytime. 


Write or call to place an order. 1-800-777-0075 1-612-927-7484 
Video Age, Inc., 4820 Excelsior Bivd., Suite 113, Mpls., MN 55416 
Include $3.00 shipping and handling per shipmment. 


Name__ 
Address = 
City St Zip 
Phone_| ) - 
Credit Card #__ Exp. Dt_ 
LIAX () Visa MC Diners Club Carte Blanche (| Discover 
Enclosed Cash Check (|) Money Order 
TITLE ™ = _ = 
Subtotal _ 
VHS ONLY MN residents add 6% sales tax 


Shipping and handling 3.00 
TOTAL 


Reg. $79.95 Now Only $39.95 Save 
50%! 5 Stars! Volcanic!! And voted 
best Film of the Year by Adam Film 
World. This big budget, 35mm adult 
motion picture features a social climb- 
ing slut (Eva Allen) who seduces her 
way to the top of an industrial empire. 
With a stellar cast including Megan 
Leigh, Annette Haven, NINA HART- 
LEY, John Leslie and non-stop pistol- 
hot sex shot by Alex deRenzy. One of 
the Best Adult Films of the decade! 
Destined to be a Classic. 
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Best Film of the Year! Only $39.95! 
Rated 5 Stars and Volcanic! Tori 
Welles, PORCHE LYNN, Jamie Sum- 
mers and Victoria Paris. It will dazzle, 
arouse and intoxicate your deepest _ 
desires! 


Only $39.95! Rated 5 Stars and Vol- 
canic! Keisha, Tracey Adams, VIC- 
TORIA PARIS, Lynn Lemay and 
Rachel Ryan. “Peaches” leaves 
home on a quest for spiritual enlight- 
enment. What she finds is definitely 
enlightening. The best yet from Alex 
deRenzy. 


“ A’ 


a 


In On The Wild Side, our seductive beauties come to life in Enjoy boys and girls? Girls and girls? And various combinations? 


erotic locales with engagingly spicy stories that mesh your Then warm up your VCR. Here's a sizzling video that mixes all 
fantasies with PENTHOUSE eroticism! And the PENTHOUSE the above with a touch of fantasy, a bit of comedy and lots of 
exclusive nudes of Madonna, seen for the first time in music erotic adventure. Enjoy Penthouse's prettiest Pets every way 
video form. Plus, a provocative gander behind the scenes you like them: top and bottom...over and under...even upside- 
during the filming of Caligula. Never seen — off the set down. Love Stories is 60 minutes of delicious diversity — 
excitement! Penthouse style. You'll love it! 


/ : YW 
Many Say it's the hottest movie ever made. It's certainly the most What would you expect when the world's most provocative 
controversial. Here's a chance to see and judge for yourself with magazine comes to life in your home? Beautiful women? 
the original, uncut, X-rated version — direct from Penthouse. Naturally. But The Girls of Penthouse is much more than that. 
lt captures in startling detail the decadence and debauchery Join some of the magazine's most luscious lovelies as they take 
that marked the infamous Roman emperor's reign. Malcolm their fantasies — and yours — further than they've ever been. 
McDowell is sensational as Caligula. Peter O'Toole is brilliant. This is one of the most engaging and seductive videos you'll 
And the sex scenes are, well...let's be conservative and say ever see! 
bizarre. This is one of those rare films that gets better every time 
you see it! —_—_——— ee 
200 North 12th Street, Newark, NJ 07107 
| a | | Please rush me the videos I've checked below: 
FREE BONUS GIFTS: _| Love Stories (PH1)...$29.98, plus $3.50 postage & handling 


rc 


|_| Girls of Penthouse (PH2)...$29.98, plus $3.50 postage & handling 
| Caligula (PH3)...$89.95, plus $3.50 postage & handling 

| On The Wild Side (PH4)...529.98, plus $3.50 postage & handling 
Videos available in VHS only 


With the purchase of 
any two of the above 
videos, you'll receive 
this handsome multi- 
function Penthouse 
digital quartz watch 
Preiss 


Total order (tapes plus postage and handling) $ 


Name __ —————— Ore he 


Take all 4 videos and get Address 


the Penthouse watch 
plus the latest issue of 
The Girls of Penthouse, 
featuring exciting 
pictorials of beautiful 
Penthouse Pets, and 
The Girls of Caligula — 
all absolutely free! 


eS 


_| Check enclosed || Money Order enclosed 
|_|] Visa [| MasterCard 


OO eT 


Signature : = 


Payment must accompany order. Rates for U.S. only. Allow 4-6 weeks for delivery. No Canadian 
Bg or foreign orders. 
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ALL MODELS ARE 18 OR OLDER! CUSTOM 


Tell a person you work 


at Penthouse and fantasies run wild. 
Swinger’s Ink purports to 
show what life at an “adult sophisticate” 


magazine Is really like. 


RATED VIDEO 


X- 


BY AL GOLDSTEIN 


Swinger's: hot sex shoots. 


GAG MAG 
Swinger's Ink 


| (VCA)LL 
| Tell a person you work at 


Penthouse and fantasies 
run wild. You see visions of 
Pet parties dance in their 
eyes. The reality is some- 
thing else, of course, but 
the fantasy is so persistent, 
it was inevitable that it 
would become an adult- 
video staple. Swinger’s Ink 


| is yet one more entry in a 


long line of videos purport- 
ing to show what life at an 
“adult sophisticate’ maga- 
zine is really like. The name 
of the tape is the name of 
the magazine, too, and its 


| in deep trouble. It's about 
| to be sold to a mysterious 
| woman named Abigail Col- 


ton (Tracy Adams), and the 
sad-sack collection of mis- 
fits and nymphomaniacs 
who work there are worried 
about their future. This is 
the type of fantasy sex mag 
where the photo shoots are 
done right in the office, 
right there in front of the 
secretaries. How does any- 
one get any work done? 
Don't ask. The dialogue in 
152 PENTHOUSE 


Swinger's Ink signals it's 
meant to be a comedy, but 
the laughs are usually at its 
own expense. The sex, on 
the other hand, makes a 
believer out of you. The final 


| novelty sequence is worth 


the price of the rental. 


PENTHOUSE PICK 

All the Right Motions 
(Dreamland Elite) LLL 

To some extent, sex is 
about surfaces. The play of 
eyes over flesh, the friction 
of skin against skin, the 
shift of appearances that 
fuels fantasy. All the Right 
Motions has the smooth, 
urbane surface of a high- 
powered lawyer who has 
just exited his styling salon. 
In fact, that's what this tape 


| is about: lawyers. More 


specifically, divorce law- 
yers—probably the most 
unsexy group of people in 
the world, but producer 


Jerry Ross has managed to 


make a superbly erotic 
video about them. Kudos to 


| Eric Price as Lee, the cen- 
| ter of the sex storm, who 


manages to exude stylish 
arrogance. Whether he has 
a blonde in his lap, impal- 
ing her throat with his huge 
crank while he talks on the 
phone, or he's simply 
ogling his brick-shithouse 
secretary (Sabrina Dawn), 


| Price sets the tone in the 


tape. But it is the women 
who give this video its 
erotic thrust. You'd have to 
have a cold lap indeed to 
remain unmoved by the 
collective charms of Tracy 
Adams, Keisha, Caro! Cum- 


| mings, and Susan Vegas. 


The beautiful women 
arrayed here are like dia- 


monds set into brass knuck- | 


les. Motions packs an 
erotic wallop. 


BASIC ADULT VIDEO 
LIBRARY 
The Mistress 


| (Cal Vista) LLLL 
| Here's an entry from porns 


golden age that stands up . 


| especially well as a Cou- 
| ples’ tape—the story of one 


woman who serves as the 
mistress to two men, one of 
whom is her boss. The 
great Kelly Nichols plays 


| her role of the victimized 


woman with sensitivity and 
grace. Seeing this tape 
again after almost a de- 
cade (it was made in 1983) 
made me appreciate 


Nichols's searing sensuality 


- = 
Mistress: perfect tape. 


| all the more. This woman 
| could stir crotches simply 


by walking across the 
room. The perfect tape for 
someone just beginning to 
investigate erotic video. 


AMATEUR SERVICE 

The Legend 

(Legend Video) LLL 
Director Scotty Fox wants 
to give us a television-style 


| miniseries with lots of 


sweep and erotic pomp, 
and he almost pulls it off. A 
lot of its sexual cachet 


comes from the sizzling 
new starlet Lauren Hall, an 
elegant brunette with run- 
way-model long-leggea- 
ness. She plays a country 
girl who'd do anything to 
break out of her tight little 
world—even act in adult 
films. She sends a sample 


| of her work to a producer 


(Randy West), and he likes 
what he sees enough to 
come running, The sexual 


| ramifications spin off from 


there. Theres a little com- 
petition going between Hall 
and Sabrina Dawn, her 
small-town best friend. 
What legend comes most? 
Maybe the sequel will tell. 


|| COUPLES’ TAPE OF THE 


MONTH 

Real Magnolias 

(Blue Nites/All World) LAL 
lf there's something inher- 
ently romantic about a girl's 
wedding day, an adult 
video about it ought to be 
romantic, too. At times Real 
Magnolias comes through 


| in spades. The relationship 


between Sharon Kane and 
Tim Lowe is tender and 
touching. (This doesn't pre- 
vent enduring adult star 
Kane from giving new 
crossover stud Lowe a 
whale of a blowjob.) Even 
her hairdresser knows for 


| sure as he regales the 


bride-to-be with erotic gos- 
sip. The romantic content of 
these tales varies wildly, 

from raging quickies to for- 
tissimo fucks. Much of Real 


| Magnolias is farfetched 


and strained, but the sex is 


| always fresh and vivid. If 


you have a wedding day 
like this, your marriage |s 
bound to be an anticlimax. 
The ladies will love the 
romance, and the men will 
get off on the heat.O+-, 


if coupon bs removed send $3.00 es. for P&H, with your order to: Ultra Corp., P.O. Box 3812, Milford, CT 06460. 


L 4 NEW 


VIDEO CLASSICS 


FOR ONLY $19.99! pum 
A$199.00 Value : 


As part of a national campaign to introduce you 
to our friendly, discreet and efficient video ser- 
vice we're making this unbeatable offer. For 
just $19.99 we will ship to you all four of the fea- 
ture-length videos you see in this ad. We 
repeat. All 4 video features will be sent to you 
for just $19.99! You'll receive Debi Diamond and 
Nina Hartley In “Diamond In the Rough:’ 
Susan Vegas In “When Larry Ate Sally.” Trinity 
Loren in "Breaststroke" and Lynn LeMay In 
“Night of the Living Debbies"'! #8103 


WHEN LARRY ATE SALLY —Susan and Steve 


DIAMOND IN THE ROUGH _ Deb! Diamond, Raven Richards and Vegas in the ta ke of that takes everything off! 
Nina Hartley are really the “gems” in this sex-packed mystery- Larry finally decides to pay more attention to his 
thriller. it's about blackmail. Private eyes. Girlfriends. But mostly beautiful girlfriend but It may be too late. By the 
it's about one of the prettiest and horniest starlets to lignt up a time he gets around to sultry Sally she’s already 
screen! Debi Diamond Is explosively hot and incredibly willing. juggling a half dozen other guys! Her sexual 
when she wraps those creamy, muscular thighs around your escapades are non-stop and “anything goes" as 
neck you know you're in for a real treat! See it and experience It she accommodates their every desire! Find out if 
for yourself! Time Approximate 1 Hour 4 Minutes. poor boob Larry can figure itoutin time to save It 
all! Time Approximate 1 Hour 2 Minutes. 

Our ir on- clad gu arantee that comes with every purchase also applies 

tc ythis special offer. it's simple. if y OU are > not 400 aelgqnted with your 


purchase just return it within 40 days for your money back, No questions 
asked! But We re sure that vou will be more than pleased with each of the 


4 Sexy videos starring the hott est names inthe business. Place your order 
today and we ll also include a specially selected ‘mystery gift’ along with 
our bra nd new color catalog Filled \ With more of the best buys 

adult \ video — ABSOLUTELY FREE! 


Please note: Due to the extremely unusual nature of this offer we reserve 
the right to return any order, unopened, after the first 5,000 sets have 
been sold. 


BREASTSTROKE=—Trinity Loren, Tammy and 
Brigette are the girls that float! Breaststroke is the 
critically acclaimed release that is an absolute 
delight for the “tit man’! The video is packed (very 
well packed) with the hottest "Cup Busters” in the 
business! It's a Double-D epic with three of the hot- 
testiadies you've ever seen. So settle back, relax and 
stare Into the largest mounds of chest you've ever 
seen. It’s just like being there...almost better! Time 
Approximate 1 Hour 3 Minutes. 


©1990 ULTRA CORPORATION, 354 North St., Milford, CT 06460 
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| ULTRA CORPORATION, P.0,80X3812, MILFORD, CTOG450 DEPT. FNHB 
} Sirs. | have enclosed my check. M.0. Visa. M.C. information, Please rush me the 4 | 
: | videos under a 30-DAY MONEY-BACK GUARANTEE (CT res ado sales tax } | 
: | CANADIAN RESIDENTS: Availab'e from Ultra Corp 4944 Decarie Blvd CP305 
3 Montreal, Que H3X 376 please add 30% plus $4 OOM & H to prices shown. All orders 
| shipped duty-free from within Canada (Owe Residents add 9% sales tax) 
: | MOTICE: | declare that) am an adult, 27) years of age of over (19 years of age or over for I 
) Canadian residents). | am purchasing these for my privale use in my own home and | 
- | will not sell the material or twrnish it to minors | 
3 Signature CNT AVAILABLE IN | 
d Mr. Mrs. Miss Ms ———— >) eer ( 
3 NIGHT OF THE LIVING DEBBIES—Nina Hartley, Lynn =, S8'688§ Ja tet $19.99 ( 
E LeMay and Blonca star in the Henri Pachard classic! Dr. =,’ SI 2 CT State | 
Hymen Finetush Is feverishly working away in his lab. The tacach eee hide \ T ——— 
! Goal? To create the world’s most perfect ass! Somehow “IMC Visa Exp date PEH $3.00 | 
his experiments get a little mixed up and he finds himself =| gccounss = Ny 
in the midst of beautiful, sex-starved loving machines! | Bank or Org issuing card Ene $ ( J 
Can the doctor catch his breath long enough to complete | | 
his task? Find out for yourself in this critically acclaimed | 8103 Void where prohibited by law. | 
sexual blockbuster! Time Approximate 1 Hour 5 Minutes. L ST al 
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THE SAFE SENSUAL FULFILLMENT OF YOUR SEXUAL FANTASIES 
INTIMATE, DISCREET AND _UNINHIBITED FOR DISCRIMINATING ADULTS 


LET ME PLEASE YOU! 


= HOT AND FOXY WOMEN : 


| KNOW WHAT YOU NEED 


NEEDING A GOOD HARD MAN! CALL ME...IT'S TOLL FREE ... A HOT AGRESSIVE 

CALL US. PARTYLINE-MESSAGES WOMAN! CALL 
24 HRS. CONFESSION LINE § NICOLE 
petit “ALUV | 1-800-727-LADY 


AE/MC/V NO CALL BACKS OR WAITING 


212-741-0216 


V/M 
NEW ADVENTURES. MUST BE 21 Oke OLDER MC/V 24 HOURS 


HOT SEXY PARTYLINE 
COME PLAY WITH ME 
NOW 


1-800-999-6666 


D DISCREE 
99¢ PER 1/2 MIN ON MC/V AS PENPAL 


THE FOXY PARTY-LINES WITH 
HOT-SEX ONE-ON-ONE! 


1-800-677-FOXY 
1-800-677-4SEX 


MC/VISA BILLED AS [WM COMMUNICATIONS 
ONLY 99¢ PER 1/2 MIN 


HE HEAT. 
CALL GINA NOW, SHE'S 


1-800- 888- HEAT 
1-800-999-GINA | 


MC/VISA BILLED AS SYSTEM B00 
99¢ PER MINUTE. ADULTS ONLY 


JOIN THE PARTY! 
LIVE HOTTALK WITH 
OUR SEXY PARTY GIRLS 


1-800-765-HOTT 
1-800-765-GALS 


MC/V 9Be PER 1/2 MIN 
BILLED AS SW COM. MUST BE 8 


I'D LIKE TO WHISPER IN 
YOUR EAR! 


IT'S TOLL FREE 


1-800-274-9999 


MC/V/AX/MO NO CALL BACKS 


VARIETY oe FANTASY & FUN 
LOW, LOW RATES 
CALL MARY JO 


415- ips bh | 


WMC/AE 24 HOURS 


THE SAFE SENSUAL FULFILLMENT OF YOUR SEXUAL FANTASIES 
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Sexual 
Aids: 


How to order them 
without embarrassment. 


How to use them 
without disappointment. 
If you've been reluctant to purchase sexual 
aids through the mail, the Xandria Collection 
would like to offer you two things that may 
change your mind: 
l. A guarantee 
2. Another guarantee 


First, we guarantee your privacy. Should 
you decide to order our catalogue or prod- 
ucts, your transaction will be held in the 
strictest confidence. 


Your name will never (never) be sold or 


| given to any other company. No unwanted, 
| embarrassing mailings. And everything we 


ship to you is plainly packaged, securely 
wrapped, without the slightest indication of 
its contents on the outside. 

second, we guarantee your satisfaction, 
Everything offered in the Xandria Collection 
is the result of extensive research and real- 
life testing. We are so certain that the risk of 
disappointment has been eliminated from 
our products, that we can actually guarantee 
your satisfaction — or your money promptly, 
unquestioningly refunded. 


What is the Xandria Collection? 

itis a very, very special collection of sexual 
aids. It includes the finest and most effective 
products available from around the world. 
Products that can open new doors to pleasure 
(perhaps many you never knew existed!) 

Our products range from the simple to the 
delightfully complex. They are designed for 
both the timid and the bold. For anyone 
who's ever wished there could be something 
more to their sexual pleasure. 

If you're prepared to intensify your own 
pleasure, then by all means send for the 
Xandria Collection Gold Edition catalogue. 
It is priced at just four dollars which is 
applied in full to your first order. 

Write today, You have absolutely nothing 
to lose. And an entirely new world of 
enjoyment to gain. 
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The Xandria Collection, Dept. PO0S90 
P.O. Box 31039, San Francisco, CA 94131 


send me, by first class mail, my copy of the 
Landria Collection Gold Edition catalogue. Enclosed is 


NM " 
Please 


mw check or money order for four dollars which will be 
applied towards my first purchase. (4 U.5,, $5 CAN, 
E43 LK.) 

Name 

Address 

City 

State Zip 


lam an adult over 21 years of age: 


(signature required) 


Mandira, 874 Dubuque Ave., South San Francisco 94080 
Void where pro phi ted by law 
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Oa CON DENTIAL 


PANAMA ar 

Panama may be the newest front line 
in the War on Drugs, but dont expect 
Washington to equip our embassy there 
with modern security equipment or 
even efficient computers and tele- 
phones. Lacking a classified fax sys- 
tem, embassy staffers must messen- 
ger secret documents to the military. 
Making a long-distance call on most 
embassy phones requires dialing a 20- 
digit access code and then the call 
seldom goes through. Moreover, em- 
bassy political officer Pat Perrin re- 
cently complained in an open letter to 
the State Department that “staff hours 
wasted trying to operate antiquated 
embassy computers “must be in the 
hundreds of thousands. Consider,” she 
added, ‘that the taxpayer must pay 
nearly $100,000 a year in salary and 
relatea costs for each diplomat to sit 
around dialing numbers, fiddling with 
printers, and driving around town [to 
deliver cables]. The department's an- 
swer’? It has hired a team of “manage- 
ment-systems engineering specialists” 
to investigate whether diplomats are 
being “effectively used.” 


U.N. col SEX, PUSHES HATE 

The United Nations’ history of pander- 

Ing to repression continues. In 1974. at 

the request of the Soviets, it threw Alek- 
sandr Solzhenitsyn's The Gulag Archi- 


pelago out of its Geneva bookstores 


And recently, citing what it terms the 
world organization's “responsibility 
many different constituencies,’ a group 
of feminist employees succeeded in 
sweeping magazines that display nudi- 
ty off its newsstands. To get a clearer 
idea of the sort of constituencies that 
(his splendid organization finds ac- 
ceptable, we dispatched our sleuths to 
the newsstand in the lobby of the U.N 
Secretariat building in Manhattan 

There we purchased a publication 
called the Washington Report on Mid- 
die East Affairs, which bannered a 
special report’ on “The Fall of Drexel 
Burnham Lambert and the Israeli Con- 
nection.’ This thinly veiled anti-Semitic 
essay argued that "the devastation of 
Americas economy provides a 
textbook example of why unquestion- 
ing support for Israel by organized 
American Jewry is a disaster for both. 

The magazine itself we respectfully 
submit, is a textbook example of how 
the U.N. coddles terrorists and hate- 
mongers. The Drexel “report,” published 
by a group renowned for its hatred of 
Jewish supporters of Israel, astounded 
among other experts, Ira Sorkin, the 
Securities and Exchange Commis 
sions former New York regional admin- 
istrator. “This theory is the most absurd 
thing | ve heard about the stock market 
in ten years, he says.Ot—-, 


“lm Roxanne. 
Call me now for the 
hottest phone sex 
around! My girls and 
[ are anxious to 
please you, We'll try 
anything! 
*KINKY ENCOUNTERS 
*ORAL SEX 
*THREESOMES 


1-800 
] | 
1669-ROXY 
J 6@ 9 QY 
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REQUEST YOURS TODAY! 
ENJOY CONVENIENT ARMCHAIR SHOPPING! 


| QUARTERMASTER 
ADVENTURE 

+ SPORTSWEAR CUARTERMAS Tel 

Discover the hottest in SAE Jackets an and 
action clothing from movies like Top Gun, 
All The Right Stulf & Indiana Jones & The’ 
| Last Crusade. Send $3.00 for their 96-pq. 
color catalog. Satisfaction guaranteed. 863 


EACITING NEW CATALOGS 


JOIN OVER A MILLION 
CUSTOMERS who love 
| Mellow Mail's incredibly 
| sexy lingerie, super 


Fos, z: | dresses, unbelievably ‘ / luxury of at home with 
| funny T-shirts, hot item queranoed 38 discounm on 
Stamford | menswear, sizzling swimwear & more! | order REE gifts with EVERY order! S 


\ vic Corp. Must | : over. | Values & laughs ele $1.00. 350 | color catalog $1.00. Must be 18. 
QUALITY | | TAS 
MERCHANDISE— com 


| FUNNY SIDE UP has ,¢ FUNNY 
Electronics, housewares, computers, tools 
& more—that have been closed out by the 


| 100's of affordable 

|] items for any occasion sip yP 
manutacturer, due to bankruptcy, or 
overstocks. You gel low prices you won't 


& everyone on your list. 
led The widest selection of humorous gifts & 
| believe. Many brand names—difteren! 
calalog every month! COMB Co. $2. 834 | 


ale | 


a we vay : X-rated videos, books, 
$5 rebate. eee 


| MARITAL AIDS: buy mature 
adult products without risk & J Ny 
| embarrassment. Exclusive 
B| collection from around the ft He 


| world. Privacy guaranteed. Beans. 
“PRO” XXX videos all with he oh ONS 


tex leisurewear, A unique 9 29} Highest quality, reasonable XANDRIA | 
complete descriptions and bane gang lke feminine treasures. $2 off 1st} prices. em off Ist order 
photos! Only $3.00. Must be 18. 612 | order, Night 'n Day Intimates . $1.00. 417 | 

A WORLD International | $5,000 FREEDOM CARD! 
| OF FASHION. Male’ | Approval quaranteed 
looks trom London, | Absolutely No Credit 
Pars, Tokyo. Milan and America. Over 50 


gags anywhere. Major credil cards 
accepled, money-back guarantee. May be 
Rarer to your funnybone! $1 00. 807 


\magarinne. 
the connoisseur of ‘adult exotic { 
material. Must be 217 or older. Send $1. 


ADULT VIDEOS 
Send for our new 130 page 
catalog featuring BOO XXX 
amateur videos and 1200 


105 WAYS TO MAKE 
MONEY AT HOME, Turn 

ur spare lime into money. 

his book tells you how, 105 
best money-making ideas 
thal worked for others. Plus 2 
how to get started, how to get customers, how 
much to charge & more. Only $2.00. 183 


Check! Get the credit Freeden 
I pages of exciting dress, sports & | you need and deserve. 

Casual wear Affordable exclusive You cannot be turned down for this card. 
No bank deposit, interest charges or yearly 
fees. Vista Financial. Inio $1.00. 891 | 


] THE ULTIMATE = | : ert: 
evick, Cae Sg kk Sco", AD 
frees ef ic S| CATALOGS. . has backyard, scoatie, hashing gr 
ey | y Va De oy he ene HH of 5pare room into a MOnely- Ai 
aoa 8 


maker full or part-time. Growet 

U.S.A. and Europe. You'll discover a myriad reveals secrets of raising over 
‘| of wonderful products from all over the | 200 high value specialty crops ~ Os | 
|} world, You'll save by buying direct! | Startup costs Pele tea aioe unlimited! | 
ak issue $3 — 200, 3 issues $5 440 | as 123 | 


.|| WENA SWIMWEAR 
The hottest swimwear 
of the 90's. Check out 
) their 1-of-a-kind bikinis, 
| one-pieces and casual 
clothing—all designed 

| to give you a slimmer, | 
sexier shape, All sized & sold separately | 
lo ensure the perfect fit. Catalog $2. 913 | 


id ve 
‘magazines & a complete line of fantasy 
items, Free 

samples available. ced Must be 


PROVOCATIVE FASHIONS 
FOR MEN! Over 25 years 
of men’s intimate fashions 
al affordable prices! Briefs, 
| bikinis, leather, sheerwear 
| & leisurewear with the kind 
| of fit a man looks for and = | 
| lives in. FREE gift with each order. ALS. | & 
Sales impressive color catalog $2.00. 699 


| 


ASIA BLUE 
The world’s largest collection of imported 
adult videos ks from Asia and the 
world, 100's of fascinating American 
amateur, exotic & lingerie specialty videos 
included—potions & toys plus more! Giant 
hote-fillad mature adull catalog sent with 
ssh Privacy assured. Must Agee? 
Ist pee 33.00. 


2 pars e Port te 9 a GIFTS fom: 
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MARKLINE is the 
nation’s pioneer in 
1 Blectronics. This 
unique catalog 
includes electronic 
| products to make 
your life easier 
& more enjoyable, gifts lor everyone and | 
solutions lor everyday problems $2. 450 | 


CHECK YOUR COINS! [| 
Billions of U.S. ag are 


INTERNATIONAL CATALOGUE 
COLLECTION 
|A fabulous all color book featuring 
| European & Asian catalogs offering China, 
crystal, collectibles, clothing, furs, jewelry, 
| linens, decorator items & much more, Buy 
direct from factories & importers & save up 
| to 75% on U.S. retail. 50% off the cover 
price. 1 issue $3—009, 3 issues $5—100 


FEDERAL OFFERS 

| THE WORLD'S LARGEST 

SELECTION of condoms & 
intimate products. Full color 
| catalog of condoms, adult toys, lingerie, 
books, videos, lotions & games. Millions of 
Salistied customers for over 40 rs. 
Guaranteed. Subscription $1.00, 50% off 


coupon with catalog. Must be 18 = 247 
UNDER FASHIONS WHY RENT. when you [DISCOUNT 
| AGIA LOS MER) can buy sizzling adult video| ADULT 

LUTE Ty THE LOWEST PRICES on 9 intir fe)0):3:)om@) a8) al the cost of a blank tape. | VIDEO 
aualty brand name tools, equipment, jn } More than one million satistied customers 
machinery and more! Their latest catalog now saving up to 82%. All major adult video 
is packed with spectacular savings for bath lines plus amateur & fantasy tapes. Many 
the home and professional workshop. Over exclusives nol available in stores. Wide 
2 million satisfied customers use Harbor | selection of subjects, Total privacy. $2 lor 
Freight as a source for new tools. $2. 137 og. Videorp. Mus! be 18 of older. 307 


tga & EVE You'll love « (circie number, fill in info & enclose proper amount for requests, plue | £1.00 SAH. 
| 009-s3.00 137-$2.00 307-8200 417-$1.00 499-5100 807-5100 893-5200 

041-5200 150-5200 350-5100 440-55.00 577-$3.00 819-3100 902-s2.00 

| 047-33.00 183-32.00 354-53.00 442-51.00 612-53.00 834-52.00 913-$2.00 
084-52.00 200-53.00 371-51.00 450-$2.00 679-51.00 863-5300 951-s2.00 

ag A exclusive 50% of 1 400-s5.00 2065200 373-$3.00 494-$4.00 699-6200 878-8100 971-$1.00 
| 123-s1.00 247-5100 374-$2.00 495-$3.00 732-$5.00 891-$1.00 974-$2.00 


y much they're 
worth, Also how to look tor & find valuable 
corns &:how' ta sell them. Send $2.00. 150 


EXPLORE THE MOST 
INCREDIBLE SELECTION 
& presentation of adull 
books, videos, marital 

aids, lotions, loys & 2 
revealing lingerie. Buy in confidence over 
1,000,000 satisfied customers. Privacy quar- 

anteed! Must be 18 Night Classics. $1.00. 679 


ADULT 7 VIDEO 
: video tape. Action-packed | 
previews of 45 XXX-rated merical & ADO | 
videos. Includes printed 4 handling charge cry —_ _ STATE _ ZIP 
‘h catalog with more videos, . 
va | Magazines & marital aids. $5 olf 1s? pur- | Total enclosed S_ CHECK CASH MONEY ORDER LS | 
) Chase. Privacy & satisfaction guaranteed. |" CAVALCADE OF CATALOGS" DEPT. 700895 
rafundable {si order 802 | Must be 18 $500. VHS-732 BETA-976 (44 5. FIRST ST. + PO. | BOX 4507, BURBANK, CA 91503 1990) 
To advertise in Cavalcade of Catalogs” write Nationwide Shopper” Systems, Inc., PO, Box 3197, Burbank, CA 91508. 1990 Nahonwide Shopper Systems, inc 
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THE SAFE SENSUAL FULFILLMENT OF YOUR SEXUAL FANTASIES 
INTIMATE, DISCREET AND UNINHIBITED FOR DISCRIMINATING ADULTS | 


WON'T YOU JOIN ME2 LET'S PARTY LIVE — | "RIDE ME, BABY" 
I'M WAITING FOR YOU... OUR HOT & NASTY GIRLS CALLROBIN 
WANT YOU TO CALL NOW! 


1-800-678-FOXX | 1-800-765-SEXX |. 0, an 09 


MC/VISA OPEN 24 HOURS 96¢ PER 1/2 MIN, BILLED TO MC/ VISA AS 35 W 
EXTRA CONFIDENTIAL COMM “INC. U MUST B | 8 | AE/V/MC DIRECT CALLS 24 HRS 


LET ME TAKE YOU BY STORM "LET ME BE THE ~ | LOVE BEING WILD & | 
CALL STORMY SECRET IN YOUR LIFE." NAUGHTY CALL ME FOR AN 
I'M HOTT EXPLODING HOT TALK SESSION. 


1-714-261-0400} BLONDIE 
1-212-809-4477 | 1-800-666-HOTT | 392.993.4699 


MC/V/AX/MO NO CALL BACKS , 5 
MC/V/ AE DIRECT CALL BACKS 24 HRS | OPEN 24 HOURS | AE/V/MC DIRECT CALL BACKS 24 HRS 


OUR GIRLS ARE FAST, EASY & FUN! FREE PHONE SEX 
WET & WILD : LOW RATES TOO! | i 

1-800-999-GIRL| fences pie 

1-800-669-LOLA | 1-415-567-6969 | 1-901-458-6593 


V/MC/AE 24 HOURS AE/MC/V/24 HOURS 


THE SAFE SENSUAL FULFILLMENT OF YOUR SEXUAL FANTASIES 
Slt IMATE, DISCREET AND UNINAIBITED FOR DISCRIMINATING ADULTS | 


AMERICA'S HOTTEST : TALK DIRTY TO ME HOT & WILD! 
PARTY LINE. CALL NOW... | GET HORNEY THAT WAY! | LOVE TO TALK DIRTY 
CALL ANYTIME 24 HOURS CALL ME 


1-800-283-4FUN | 1-800-695-DAWN VICKI 
T=BOO-B77-LOVE Fou occ hiner suc oscncens 305-963-3144 


ONLY 95¢ PER 1/2 MINUTE-24 HOURS TO Meee babs AS: NEW ADVENTURES INC 
BILLED ON MC/'V AS SYSTEM 800 MUST BE 21 YEARS OLD V/MC/AE DIRECT CALL-BACKS 24 HRS 


THE ACTION'S OUTRAGEOUS HOTTEST LIVE PARTYLINE WILD, WET & READY 

LIVE | a 
1-800-666-ORGY | | RvatTeANDWwin' «J 1(800) 444-WILD 
1-800-955-KINK | 1-800- 477- GIGI 1(800) 825-4629 


OY V. 99¢ PER 1 / nN $1 VISA/MC 99¢ 1/2 MIN. TELEWORLD 
_— a eMUST BE 18 een BILLED DISCREETLY 4 Sy, as TELESTAR 800! MUST BE 18 


HOT LIVE GIRLS HOTINEONEONONE |  [WAnTOBETOUR 
PARTYLINES-LIVE. NO TABOO'S! "FANTASY" 
| - SEXY PERSONALS CALL JODI-24 HOURS 
1-800-583-4SIN | 1-800-477-4SEX |. 
1-800-869-MONA | 1-213-854-9854 1-800-876-5634 


$1.45 PER MIN. BILLED DISCREETLY 
29¢ PER 1/? MINUTE VISA/MC HAVE MC/V READY 49¢ PER 1/2 MIN TO VISA/MC AS M.D.H. MUST BE OVER 18 


cous dS PENTHOUSE 


KURT VONNEGUT’S “HOCUS POCUS” 


Our 21st Anniversary Issue kicks off in high gear with an exclusive pre- 
view of Kurt Vonnegut's new novel Hocus Pocus, or, What's the Hurry, 
Son? (to be published by the Putnam Berkley Group). Vonnegut, one of 
America's most esteemed—and funniest—authors, presents an imagi- 
nary America some ten years into the future when the Japanese own 
most of the country outright, and prisons can't be built fast enough to 
accommodate all the citizens who don't fit in with polite society. The 
narrator, Eugene Debs Hartke, a Vietnam War hero, is awaiting trial for 
| allegedly masterminding the escape of 10,000 convicts from an all-black 
| prison in New York. And then the real fun begins. 


IN THE GRIP OF A SATANIC PANIC 


The allegations are, to say the least, somewhat extreme: An international 
conspiracy of satanists who, through human sacrifice, ritual sexual abuse 
of children, and bizarre rites of torture are making the world safe for the 
return of Satan. “They undermine society from within,” insists one well- 
known psychologist. “They have their own doctors, lawyers, unions, to 
place in key positions in society.” Next month Laurence Gonzales tells 
| what startling truths he found when he investigated these seemingly far- 
fetched claims. 


THE MAN WHO KNEW ELVIS BEST 


| What was the King really like? “An insecure, ill-equipped man with no 
| self-esteem to begin with.” That’s Earl Greenwood's verdict, and he should 
know. Greenwood, Elvis's Cousin, grew up with the King and was by his 
side from his childhood until his bizarre final years. In our exclusive 
interview, as well as in excerpts from his forthcoming book The Boy Who 
Would Be King (Dutton), written with Kathleen Tracy, Greenwood reveals 
how Elvis took out his frustrations and inhibitions by having sex with 
teenage girls—the younger, the better—and tells of the homemade sex 
films that would have put Rob Lowe to shame. After next month, no one 
J will ever look at Presley the same way again. 


THE SLAUGHTER OF THE GREYHOUNDS 


One hundred and fifty thousand greyhounds run in this country every 
| year for sport and profit, and each year, 50,000 are put to death for 
“<4 losing. According to reporter Fred Halliday, practices in the dog-racing 
| business make cockfighting and bullfighting look humane—and instead 
| of bookies being in charge, the 19 states where it's legal now run the 
show. “It's the state that makes the dogs run, its eyes on the financial 
prize,’ Halliday writes in next month's “Advise & Dissent.” The abuses 
the dogs suffer are tremendous, and the only thing awaiting them at the 
end of their career is “the gas chamber, the decompression chamber, 
the incinerator—and there is always the bullet by the ditch or the white- 
coated vet with a needle: Dr. Syringe.” 


RIDERS ON THE STORM 


Madman, singer, iconoclast—the legendary Jim Morrison, leader of the 
Doors, is still the object of near-worship some 19 years after his mys- 
terious death. Finally, Doors drummer and co-founder John Densmore 
fills a gaping hole in rock history with his upcoming autobiography, Riders 
on the Storm: My Life With Jim Morrison and the Doors (Delacorte). 
Next month, right before Oliver Stone's new movie about the Doors is 
| released, Densmore recounts the real story about how a skinny college 
kid from Florida transformed himself into rock's greatest poet—and its 
most notorious casualty. 
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BACARDI AND THE BAT DEVICE ARE REGISTERED TRADEMARKS OF BACARDI & COMPANY LIMITED. 
© 1990 BACARDI IMPORTS, INC., MIAMI, FL. RIUM 408% ALC. BY VOL. 
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Enjoy our good taste 

with your judgment. 
Bacardi, rum, 
made in Puerto Rico. 


Always in good taste. 


© The American Tobacco Co. 1989 


SURGEON GENERAL'S WARNING: Cigarette 


smoke Contains Carbon Monoxide. 


Filters 100's: 16 mg. “tar,” 1.3 mg. nicotine: 
Lights 100’s: 9 mg. “tar,” 0.7 mg. niconne: 
Menthol 100's: 11 mg. “tar,” 0.9 mg. nicotine: 
Ultra Lights I00's: 6 mg. “tar”, 0.5 mq 
nicotine av. per cigarette by FTC method 
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